1 


DRAMATICK WoRKks 


OF 


Colley Cibber, Eſq; 


VOLUME V. 


CONTAINING, 


VENUSs AND ADONIS. 
And, 
MYynTILLO. 


Lovyz MAKES A Man. 


NoNnJUROR. 
Woman's WIr. 


OI One 


„ 


Printed for W. FEAL E s, at Rowe's- Head, over- 
againſt St. Clement's Church in the Strand. 


M. DCC. XXXVI. 


4 5 hy 
fl oF 
{8 
i 


* 
— 


N 


* 


LOVE makes a MAN: 
1 OR THE 
FO PS FoRTUuNE. 


rr 
" Acted at the 


A Theatre Royal in D, 4% Laue, 


— 
3 
— 3 
A * 

* 

E * 

8 
— * % 
„ 
— x 


Her MAJ ESTV Servants. 


— 


BY 


N . 


= Sy. CG GIBBS ER 


Interdum tollit Comedia Vacem. Hor. 


— 


L 0 N D . N 0 


Printed for A. Betteftworth, T Tonſen, . IFatrs, 
J. Clark, F. Aly, IV. Feales, and C. Certer, 


A 


215 81951 
7 mY 
/ 

S 9 


PROLOGUE 


INCZ Plays are but a Kind of Publick Feaffs, 
Where Tic'ets only m: the the welcome Gueſis ; 
Methinks, inſtead of rice, we ſhou'd treparr, 
Tour Taſtes in Prologue, with your Bill of Fare. 
N hen you rełnouꝰ each Courſe, tho" this may teaze Jou, 
"Tis free ts ne, but one ih fue may pleaſe you. 
Firſt, Iren Cruicks, we' e your darling Chear, 
Faults wit ut Number, r;ore than Senſe cas tears 5 
You're certain to be pleas'd, where Errors axe. 
From your Diſp.caſure, I dare vouch we're ee; 
Tou never frown, but where your Neighbours laugh. 
Now, you that never know wh.:t Spleen er Hate is, 
Who for an Att or two, are welcome Gratis, ((atis; 6 
That tip the Wink, and ſo ſneak out with nunquam 
For your ſmars Taſtes, we've toſs'd you up a Fop, 
We hope the neweſt that's of lite come up; 
The Fool, Beau, Vit, and Rae, ſo mix'd he carries, 
He ſeems a Ragou, piping hot from Paris. 
But for the ſefter Sex, whors moſt we'd move, ; 
We've what the Fair and Chaſte were form'd for, Love: 
An artleſs Paſſion, fraught with Hopes and Fears, 
And nearejt happy, when it moſt deſpairs. 8 
For Masks, we've Scandal, and for Beaus, French Airs. 
To fleaſe all Taſtes, we'll do the beſt we can; 
For the Galleries, we've Dicky and Will. Penkethman. 
Now, Sirs, you're welcome, and you know your Fare; 
But pray, in Charity, the Founder ſcare, 
Leſt you deſtroy, at once, the Poet and the Play r. 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 
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Antonio Mr. Bullock, 
and Old Gentlemen, 3 


Mr, Cro = 


Charmo, 


Don Lewis, Uncle, and near Mr 
Friend to Carlos, 
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Penlethman. 


Carlos, a Student, Mr. Wilks, 
Clodio, a pert Cox- 5 Son to 

comb Antonio, Mr. Cibber, 
Sancho, Servant to Carlos, Mr. Norris. 
Monſieur, Valet to Clodio. 
Governor of Li Lon, Mr. Simvſon, 
Don Duart, his Nephew, Mr. Mills. 
Don Manuel, a Sea- Officer, in 

Love with Louiſa. c * 


WOMEN. 


Angelina, Daughter to Charino, Mrs. Temple. 


I owiſa, a Lady of Quality and 


Fleaſure, 


Mrs. Verbruggen 


Elvira, Siſter to Don Duart, Mrs. Knight. 
Honoria, Couſin to Louiſa, Mrs. Mosr. 


Prieſt, Officers, and Servants. 


LOVE 


LOVE makes a M AN: 
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FOP FORTUNE. 


1 
SCENE eo HI CL 


Enter Antonio and Charino. 


ö ANTON To. 


BITHOUT Compliment, my eld 
Friend, | ſhall think my ſelf much ho- 
nour'd in your Alliance; our Families 
are both ancient, our Children young, 
and able to ſupport 'em; and tbink, 


the ſooner we ſet em to work, the 


better, 
Cha. Sir, you offer fair and nobly, and ſhall find 
I dare meet you in the ſame Line of Honour; and | 
>» hope, ſince I have but one Girl in the World, you 
won't think me a troubleſome old Fool, if [ endea- 
- your to beftow her to her Worth; therefore, if you 
pleaſe, before we ſhake Hands, a Word or two by the 


A4 bye 
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bye, for I have ſome conſiderable Queſtions to ask 


you. 

Ant. Ak em. 

Cha. Well, in the firſt Place, you ſay you have 
two Sons? 

Ant, Exactly. 

Cha. And you are willing that one of em ſhall 
marry my Daughter: 

Ant. Willing. 

Cha. My Daughter Angelina ? 

Ant. Angelina, 

Ant. And you are likewiſe content that the faid Au. 
gelina, ſhall ſurvey em both, and (with my Allowance) 
take to her lawful Husband, which of 'em ſhe pleaſes? 

Ant. Content, 

Ca. And ou farther promiſe, that the Perſon by 
her (and me) ſo choſen (be it elder or younger) ſhall 
be Four ſole Heir; that is to fay, ſhall ve in a con- 
ditional Poſſeſſion, of at leaſt three Parts of your 
Eftace, Yuu know the Conditions, and this you 
poſitively promiſe ? 

Ant, To perform. 

F Cha. Why then, as the laſt Token of my full Con 
ſent and Approbation, I give you my Hand. 

Ant. There's mine. 

Cha, Is't a latch? 

Ant, A Match, 

Cha. Done. 

Ant. Done, 

Cha. And done - that's enough.---- Carlos, the 
Elder, vou ſay, is a great Scholar, ſpends his whole 
Life in the Univerſity, and loves his Study:? 

Ant. Nothing more, Sir. 

Cha. But Clodio, the younger, has ſeen the World, 
and is very well known in the Court of France; a 
ſprightly Fellow, ha? 5 

Ant. Mee to the Back, Sir. 


Cha. 
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Cha. Well! how far either of em may go with 
my Daughter, I can't tell; ſhe'll be calily pleis'd 
where I am- have given her ſome Documents al- 
ready, Hark! what Noiſe without ? 

Ant. Odſo! tis they---- they're come---- i bave - 
pected em theſe two Hours, Well, Sirrah, who's 
without? 

Enter a Servant. 

Ser. 'Tis Sancho, Sir, with a Waggon Load of my 
Maſter's Books. | 

Ant, Never withaut it, Si-, 'r's his Fumcur. 

Cha. What, does he always travel with his w ole 
Study? 

Enter Sancho laden with Books. 

San. Pedro, unload Part of the Liorary; bid the 
Porter open the great Gates, and ma e Room for 
t'other Dozen of Carts; I'll be with you preſently, 

Ant. Hah! Sancio! where's my Caros? Speak 
Boy, where didſt thou leave thy Maſter ? 

San. Jogging on, Sir, in the Highway to Know- 
ledge, both Hands employ'd, his Book, and his Bri- 
dle, Sir: But he has ſent his Duty before hun in 
this Letter, Sir. 

Ant. What have we here, Pot-hovks and !ndirins ? 

San, Pot-hooks! O!] dear Sir!---- | beg yur Par- 
doti---- No, Sir, this is Arabice, tis to tbe Lord 46. 
bot, concerging the Tranſlation, Sir, of human Bo. 
dies----a ne'v ay of getting out of the World. 
There's a terrible Wiſe Man * has wrtten a very 
ſmart Book of it. 

Ca. Pray, Friend, what will that ſame Book teach 
a Man? | 

San. Teach you, Sir; why, to play a Trump upon 
Death, and ſhew your ſelf a Match for the Devil. 

Cha, Strange! 


x Nr. Agil. 


Ax San. 
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San. Here, Sir, this is your Letter. [ To Ant- 

Cha. Pray, Sir, what ſort of Life may your Ma- 
fer lead? 

San, Life, Sir! no Prince fares like him; he breaks 
his Faſt with Ariſtotle, dines with Twl'y, drinks at 
Helicon, ſups with Seneca; then walks a Turn or two 
in the milky ay, and after ſix Hours Conference 
with the Stars, ſleeps with old Erra Fater. 

Cha. Wonderful ! 

Ant. So, Carlos will be here preſently----- Here, 
take the Knave in, and let him eat. 

San. And drink too, Sir? 

Ant. And drink too, Sir,---- and pray ſee your 
Maſter's Chamber ready. | Knocking again, 

Well, Sir! who's at the Gate? 

Enter a Servant. 
Ser. Monſieur, Sir, from my young Maſter Cl-gio, 
Enter Monſieur. 

Ant. Well, Monſieur, What ſays your Maſter? 
hen will he be here? 

Meonſ. Sire, he vill be here in de leſs Time dan 
von Quarter of de Hour; he is not q'uite tirty 
Mile off. 

Ant. And what came you before for? 

Atenſ. Sire, come me to provide de Pulyile, and de 
Eſſaunce for his Peruque, dat he may approache to 
your Vorſhipe vid de Reveraunce, and de belle 
Air. 

Ant. What, is he unprovided then? 

Mon ſ. Sir, he vas Enrage, and did brake his Bottel 
d' Orangerie, becauſe it vas no de ſame dit is pre- 
pare for AMlenſeignur le Dau hin. 

Aut. Well, Sir, if you'll go to the Butler, he'll---- 
help you to ſome Oil and Vinegar for his Perriwig. 

Monſ. Sire, me tank you, [i Monſieur, 

Cha. A very notable Spark this Clodio. Ha! what 
Trampling of Horſes is that without: 


Euter 
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Enter a Servant. 

Fer. Sir, my young Maſters are both come. 

Ant. That's well! Now, Sir, now! now obſerve 
their ſeveral Diſpoſitions, 

Enter Carlos, 

Car. My Father! Sir, your Bleſſing. 

Ant. Thou haſt is, Carlos; and now pray know 
this Gentleman; Charins, Sir, my old Friend, and 
one in whom you may have a particular Inte- 
reſt, 

Car. I'll ſtudy to deſerve his Love, Sir. 

Cha. Sir, as for that Matter, you need not ſtudy 
at all. [ They ſalute. 
| Enter Clodio. 

Cho. Hey! LaValiere! bid the Groom take care ou 
Hunters be well rubb'd and cloath'd; they're hot, 
and have out- ſtript the Wind. 

Cha. Ay, marry Sir, there's Mettle in this young 
Fellow. 

Clo. Where's my Father? 

Ant. Hah, my dear Clody, thou'rt welcome! let 
me kiſs thee. | 

Clo. Sir,——you kiſs pleaſingly— I love to kiſs* 
a Man; in Paris we kiſs nothing elſe. Sir, being my 
Father's Friend, I ain your moſt oblig'd, and faith- 
ful humble Servant. _ [To Cha, 

Cha. ir, — I---[--- I---I like you. [ Earerly. 

Cl, Thy Hand=—<{[%#/s.) I'm your Friend. 

Cha. Faith, thou art a pretty humour'd Fellow. 

Clo. Who's that? Pray, Sir, who's that? 

Ant. Your Brother, Clody. 

C/o. Odſo] I beg his Pardon with all my Heart - 
Ha, ha, ha, did ever Mortal ſee ſuch a Book-worm ?---- 
Brother, how is't ? [ Careleſiy. 

Car. I'm glad you are well, Brother. [ Reads, 

Ci. has, does he draw his Book upon me? then 


I will draw my wit upon him Gad III puzzle 
him 
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him---- Hark you, Brother, pray what's —- whats 
Latin for a Sword- knot. 

Car. The R:imans wore none, Brother. 

Clo. No Ornament upon their Swords, Sir? 

Car, O yes, ſeveral, Conqueſt, Peace, and Honour 
---- an old unfaſhionable Wear, | 

Clo. Sir, no Man in France (I may as well ſay 
breathing; for not to live there, is not to breathe) 
wears 4 more faſhionable Sword than 1 do; he coft 
me fifreen Louis-d'ors in Pari. There, Si. 
feel him,---- try him, ir. 

Car, I have no skill, Sir. 

Clo. No skill, Sir! why, this Sword would make 
a Coward fight---- aha! fa, ſa! ha! Rip ha! there 
I had him. ( Fencinge 

Car, Take heed, you'll cut my Cloaths, Brother. 

Clo, Cut em! ha, ha, —— no, no, they are cut 
already, Brother, to the Grammar-Rules exaQly : 
Pſhaw, pr'ythee Man leave off this College-Air. 

Car. No, Brother, | think it wholeſome, the Soil 
and Situation pleaſant. | | 

Clo. A Putt, by Jupiter! he don't know the Air of 
a Gentleman, from the Air of the Country :---— ir, 


I mean the Air of your Cloaths; | would have you 


change your Taylor, and dreſs a little more en Cava- 
lier: Lay by your Books, and take out your Snuff. 
Box; Cock, and look ſmart, hah! 

Cha. Faith a pretty Fellow ! 


Car. I read no Tſe in this, Brother; and for my 


Cloaths, the half of what I wear already, ſeem to me 

ſuperfluous: What need I outward Ornaments, when 

I can deck my ſelf with Underſtanding? Why ſhould 

we care for any Thing, but Knowledge? Or look up- 

on the Follies of Mankind, but to contemn or pity 

thoſe that ſeek 'em ? | Reads again. 
Cle. Stark mad! split me. 6 


Cha. 
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Cha. P ſhaw, this Fellow will never do he'as no 
Soul in him. 

Clo. Hark you, Brother, what do you think of a 
pretty plump Wench now? 

Car. I ſeldom think that Way; Women are Books 
-] have not read yet. 

Clo. Gad, I cou'd ſet you a ſweet Leſſon, Brother. 

Car. I am as well here, Sir. Reads 

Cha. Good for no earthly Thing; a mere Stock; 
Ah, that Cl. 4) 


Enter Monſieur. 

Monſ. Sire, here be de ſeycral forte of de ſaſſimine 
d' Orangerie vidout, if you pleaſe to mak your ſhoice. 
Cb. Mum, Sit! I muſt beg Pardon fora Moment; 

a moſt important Buſineſs calls me aſide, which 1 
will diſpatch with all imaginable Celerity, and return 
to the Repetition of m eſire to continue, Sir, your 
moſt oblig'd and faithful humble Servant 
[Exit Clody bowing, 
Cha. Faith, he's a pretty Fellow. 
Au. Now, Sir, if you pleaſe, ſince we have got 
the other alone, we'll put the Matter a little cloſer 
to him. 

' _ Cha. Tis to little Purpoſe, I am afraid: But uſe 
your Pleaſure, Sir, 

Car. Plato differs from Socrates in this. [To himſelf. 

Ant Come, come, pr'ythee Charles, lay em by, 
let em agree at Leiſure. What, no Hour of In- 
terruption ? 

Car. Man's Life, Sir, being ſo ſhort, and then the 
Way that leads us to the Knowledge of our (elves, ſo 
hard and tedious, each Minute ſhould be precious. 
Ant. Aye, but to thrive in this World, Charles, you 
„ muſt part a little with this Bookiſh Contemplation, 

and prepare your ſelf for Action. If you will ſtudy, 

let it Le % know what Part of my Land's fit for the 
Plough, what for Paſture; to buy and fell my Stock 
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to the beſt Adyantage, and cure my Cattle when 


they are over-grown with Labour. This now wou'd 
turn to ſome Account. 

Car. This, Sir, may be done from what I've read : 
For what concerns Tillage, who better can deliver it, 
than Virgil in his Georgicks? And, for the Cure of 
Herds, his Bacolicks are a Maſter-piece ; but when his 
Art deſcribes the Commonwealth of Bees, their In- 
duftry, their more than Human Knowledge of the 
Herbs from which they gather Honey, their Laws, 
their Government among themſelves, their Order in 
going forth, and coming laden Home, their ſtrict 
Obedience to their King, his juſt Rewards to ſuch 
as labour, his Puniſhment inflited only on the floth- 
ful Drone; I'm raviſh'd with it, then reap indeed my 
Harveſt, receive the Gain my Cattle bring me, and 
there find Wax and Honey. 

Ant. Hey-day! Georges! and Blue-ſticks, and Bles- 
wax What, art thou mad? 

Cha. Raving, raving ! 

Car. No, Sir, the Knowledge of this guards me 
from it, 

Ant. But can you find, among all your mufty Ma- 
nuſcripts, what Fleaſure he enjoys, that lies in the 
Arms of a young, rich, well-ſhap'd, healthy Bride? 
Anſwer me that, ha, Sir! 

Car. 'Tis frequent, Sir, in Story; there I read of 
all Kinds of virtuous, and of vicious Women; the an- 
cient S tan Dames, the Roman Ladies, their Beau- 
ties, and their Deformities; and when I light upon 
a Portia, or a Cornelia, crown'd with ever-blooming 
Truth and Virtue, with ſuch a Feeling I peruſe their 
Fortunes, as if I then had liv'd, and caft-d of their 
lawful envy'd Love: But when 1 :m-et a Meſſalinay 


tir'd and unſated in ber *Jclires vterr.eftra, 
bath'd in her Husbana : an „ ous Tul 
whirling her Charict oer Path rv breatbleſs 


Body, 
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Body, Horror invades my Faculties; comparing then 
the numerous Guilty, with the eaſy Count of thoſe 
that die in Innocence, I deteſt and loath 'em as I1g- 
norance, or Atheiſm. 

Ant. And you don't reſolve then to make Fayment 
of the Debt you owe me? 

Car. What Debt, goed Sir? 

Ant. Why, the Debt I paid my Father, when 1 
got you, Sir, and made him a Grandſire, which 1 
expect from you. I won't have my Name die. 

Car. Nor would I; my 'abcur'd *tudies, Sir,'may 
prove in Time a living Iſſue. 

Ant. Very well, Sir; and ſo I ſhall have a gene- 


ral Collection of all the Quiddits from Adam till this 


Time, to be my Grandchild! 

Car. I'll take my beſt Care. Sir, that what I leave 
mayn't ſhame the Family. 

Cha. A ſad Fellow this! This is a very ſad Fellow. 

[ 4 frde. 

Ant. Nor you won't take care of my Eſtate ? 

Car. But in my Wiſh s, Sir: For know the Wings 
on which my Scul is mounted, have long ſince borne 
her Pride too highto ſtoop to any Prey that ſoars not 
upwards: Sordid and Dunghil Minds, compos'd of 
Earth, fix in that groſs Element their Happineſs: but 
great and purer Spirits, ſhaking that Clog ef human 
Frailty off, become refin'd, and free as the Etherial 
Air. 

Ant. So that in ſhort you wou'd not marry an 
Empreſs! 

Car. Give me leave to enjoy my Self; the Cloſet 
that contains my choſen Books, to me's a glorious 
Court; my venerable Companions there, the old 
Sages and Philoſophers, ſometimes the greateſt Kings 
and Heroes, whoſe Cuunſels I have leave to weigh, 
and call their Victories, if unjuſtly got, unto a ſtrict 
Account, and in my Fancy dare deface their ill- plae d 

diatues 
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Statues. Can I then part with ſolid conſtant Pleaſures, 
to claſp uncertain Vanities? No, Sir, be it your Care 
f your Heap of Wealth, marry my Brother, 


to ſwe 
and let him get you Bodies of our Name; I rather 


wou'd inform it with a Soul------- I tice you, Sir 


your Pardon, and your Leave-—-Lights there for my 
Study. [Exit Carlos, 


„ 


-— - 


Ant. Was ever Man thus tranſported from the 


common Senſe of his own Happineſs? a ſtupid wiſe 
Rogue, I cou'd beat him. Now, if it were not for my 


Hopes in young Clody, I might fairly conclude my 


Name were at a Period. 

Cha. Aye, aye, he's the Match for my Money, and 
my Girl's too, I warrant her. What ſay you, Sir, 
ſhall we tell em a Piece of our Mind, and turn em 
together inſtantly ? 

Ant. This Minute, Sir, and here comes wy young 
Rogue in the very Nick of his Fortune, 

Enter Clodio. 

Ant. Clody, a Word! 

Clo. To the Wile is enough: Your Pleaſure, Sir > 

Art. In the mean Time, Sir, if you pleaſe to ſend 
your Daughter Notice of our intended Viſit. To Cha. 

Cha. III do- -hark you, Friend. 

[Whiſpers a Servant, 
Enter Sancho behind, 


San. I doubt my Maſter has found but rough Wel- 


come! He's gone Supperleſs into his Study; i'd fain 


know the Reaſon------It may be ſome Body has bor- 


row d one of his Laoks, or {o----I muſt find him out. 
[Stands aſide, 


Clo. Sir, you cou'd not have ſtarted any Thing more 


agreeable to my Inclinstion; and for the young Lady's, 
Sir, if this old Gentleman will pleaſe to give me a 
Sight of her, you ſnall fee me whip into hers in the 
cutting of a Caper, 


Cay 


* 
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Cha. Well! purſue, and conquer; tho', let me tell 
you, Sir, my Girl has Wit, and will give you as good 
as you bring; ſhe has a ſmart Way, Sir. 

Clo. Sir, I will be as ſmart as ſhe; I have my ſhare 
of Courage; I fear no Woman alive, Sir, having al- 
ways found, Sir, that Love and Aſſurance ought to be 
as inſeparable Companions, as a Beau and a Snutt- 
Box, or a Curate and a Tobacco-ſtopper. 

Cha. Faith, thou art a pleaſant Rogue; I Gad ſhe 
muſt like thee. 

Clo. I know how to tickle the Ladies, Sir. 1 
Paris I had conſtantly two Challenges every Morning 
came up with my Chocolate, only for being pieaſant 
Company the Night before with the tirit Ladies of 

uality. 

Cha. Ah, filly envious Rogues! Prithee, what did 
you do to their Ladies? 

Sen. Poſitively nothing. [Aſide. 

Clo. Why, the Truth is, I did make the Jades drink 
a little to» ſmartly; tor which, the poor Dogs the 
Princes cou'd not endure me, 

Cha. Why, haſt chou really conyers'd with the Royal 
Family : 

Clo, Convers d with em] Aye, rot em. Aye! 
Aye! vou muſt know ſome of em came with me 
balf a Day's Journey, to ſee me a little on my Way 
hither: But 1 Gad, I ſent young Louis back again to 
Mali, as drunk as a Tinker, by Jove/ Ha! ha! ha! I 
cant but laugh to think how old M:narchy growl'd at 
him next Mornin 

Cha, God a Mercy Boy! Well! and I warrant thow 
wert as intimate with their Ladies toe! 

San, Juſt alike, I dare anſwer for him. [ Aſide. 

Clo, Why, you ſhall judge now, you ſhall judge — 
let me ſec ! there was, I and Monſieur-—no! no! 
no! Monſieur did not ſup with us------- There was I, 
and Prince Grandmoni, Duke de Bongrace, Duke de 

| Bel. 6- 
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Bellegar de (Bellegarde----- yes yes, Jack was 


there! ) Count de Eſprit, Mareſchal Bombarde, and 
that pl aſant Dog the Prince de Hautenbas. We ſix 
now were all at Supper, all in good Humour, Cham- 


paign was the Word, and Wit flew about the Room, 
like a Pack of loſing Cards. Now, Sir, in Madam: 


adjacent Lodgings, there happen'd to be the ſame 


Number of Ladies, after the Fatigue of a Ballet, di- 


verting themſelves with Ratifia, and the Spleen; fo 
dull, they were not able to talk, tho? it were ſcan- 


dalouſly ev'n of their beſt Friends: So, Sir, after 2 


8 Silence, at laſt one of em gap'd-.-O God! 
ays ſhe, wou'd that pleaſant Dog Clody were here to 
Badiner a little--Hey, ſays a ſecond, and ſtretch'd. 
Ah! Mon Dies / ſays a third and wak'd----Cou'd not 
one find him, ſays a fourth? -----and leer'd---O! 
burn him, ſays a fifth, I ſaw him go out with the 
naſty Rakes of the Blood again in a Pet Did you 
ſo, ſays a fſixth----Pardie 7 we'll ſpoil that Gang pre- 
ſently— in a Paſſion. Where-upon, Sir, in two Mi- 
nutes, I receiv'd a Billet in four Words----chien Nous 


vous Domandons : Subſcrib'd, Grandmont, Bongrace, | 


Bellegarde, L'Eſprit, Bombarde, Hautenbas. 

Cha. Why, theſe are the yery Names of the Princes 
you ſupp'd with! | 

Clo, Every Soul of 'em, the individual Wife or 
Siſter of eyery Man in the Company ! Split me! 
Ha! ha! 

Cha, and Ant. Ha! ha! ha! 

San. Did ever two eld Gudgeons ſwallow fo gree- 
dily? [ Aſs. 

Ant. Well! and didſt thou make a Night on't, Boy? 

Cle. Yes, I Gad! and a Morning too, Sir for 
about eight a Clock the next Day, flap they all ſous'd 
upon their Knees, kiſs'd round, burnt their Commodes, 


drank my Health, broke their Glaſſes, and ſo 
parted, „ 


Ant. : 
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Ant. Gad a Mercy, Clody ! Nay, 'twas always a 
wild young Rogue! 

Cha. I like him the better for't-----he's a pleaſant 
one, I'm ſure, 

Ant. Well! the Rogue gives him a rare Account 
of his Travels. 

Cle. 1 gad, Sir, I have a Cure for the Spleen; A ha! 
I know how to riggle my ſelf into a Lady's Favour 
----- give me Leave when you pleaſe, Sir, 

Cha. Sir, you ſhall have it this Moment—---Faith 
1 like him--—-You remember the Conditions, Sir; 
three Parts of your Eſtate to him and his Heirs ? 

Ant, Sir, he deſerves it all; 'tis not a Trifle ſhall 
part them: Lou ſee Charles has given over the Vorld; 
I'll undertake to buy his Birth-Right for a Shelf of 
new Books, | 

Cha Aye! aye! get you the Writings ready, with 
your other Son's Hand to 'em; for unlefs he ſigns, 
the Conveyance is of no Validity. 

Ant. I know it, Sir,-----they ſha'l be ready with 
his Hand in two Hours. 

Cha. Why then, come along, my Lad, and now 
I'll ſhew thee to my Daughter. 

Cls. I dare be ſhewn, Sir,----- 4llons ! Hey, Suivons, 
L' Amonus, (Sings) [ Exeunt. 

San. How! my poor Maſter to be diſinherited, for 
Morſrezy Sa! (a! there; and i a Looker on too! If 
we have ſtudy'd our Majors and our Minors, Antece- 
dents and Conſequents, to be concluded Coxcombs at 
laſt, we have made a fair Hand on't; I am glad I 
know of this Roguery, however; I'll take Care my 
Maſter's Uncle, old Don Lewis, ſhall hear of it; for 
tho' he can hardly read a Proclamation, yet he dotes 
upon his Learning; and if he be that old rough tefty 
Blade he us'd to be, we may chance to have a Rub- 
bers with 'em firſt Here he comes perfecto. 


Enter 


to Lo vr makes a Man; Or, 


Enter Don Lewis. 

D. Lew. Sancho! where's my Boy Charles? What, 
is he at it? 1s e at it?----Deep----deep, I warrant 
him Sancho! A little Peep now one Peep at 
him thro' the Key-hole-----I muſt have a Peep. 


San. Have a care, Sir, he's upon a magical Point, | 


D. Lew. What has he loſt any Thing? 
San. Yes, Sir, he has loſt with a Vengeance. 


D. Lew. But what, what, what, what, Sirrah! 


What is't ? 


San. Why, his Birth-Right, Sir, he is di-----di--- * 
4dis-----diſinherited. [Sobbig. | 


D. Lew. Ha! how! when! what! where! who! 
what doſt thou mean ? 


San. His Brother, Sir, is to marry Ang-lina, the 
great Heireſs, to enjoy three Parts of his Father's | 


Eſtate ; and my Maſter is to have a whole Acre of 
new Books, for ſetting his Hand to the Conveyance, 
D. Lew. This muſt be a Lye, Sirrah, I will have it 
a Lye, 
fo With all my Heart, Sir; but here comes my 
old Maſter, and that Pick-pocket the Lawyer; they'll 
tell you more. | 
Enter Antonio and a Lawyer. 


Ant. Here, Sir, this Paper has your full Inſtru- 


ions: Pray be ſpeedy, Sir; | don't know but we 

2 couple em to Morrow; be ſure you make it 
cm. 

Tau. Do you ſecure his Hand, Sir, I defy the Law 


90 give him Title again. (Ext. 


San. What think you now, Sir? 

D. Lew. Why, now methinks I'm pleas'd------this 
is right ---- I'm pleas'd ----- muſt cut that Lawyer's 
Throat, tho“ ---- muſt bone him --- ay: I'll have 
him bon'd--and potted. 2 | 

Ant, Brother, how is't? 
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P. Lew. O mighty well —- mighty well - let's 
Feel your Pulſe -—- Feveriſn. ¶ Looks earneſtly in An- 
tonio's Face, and after ſome Pauſe, whiſtles a Piaca 
of Tune. 

Ant. You are merry, Brother. 

D. Lew. It's a Lye, 

Ant. How, Brother: 

D. Lew. A damn'd Lye---I am not merry. ¶ Smiling. 

Ant. What are you then? 

D. Lew, Very angry. [ Langhbing, 

Ant. Hi! hi! hi! at what, Brother? [ Mimicking him. 

D. Lew. Why, at a very wiſe Settlement I have 
made lately. 

Ant. What Settlement, good Brother: 1 find he 
has heard of it. [Ad. 

D. Lw. W hat do you think I have done — I have 
— chis deep Head of mine has----- difinherited my 
elder Son, becauſe his Underſtanding's an Honour to 
my Family; and given it all to my younger, becauſe 
he's a Puppy ! a Puppy. 

Ant. Come, I guets your Meaning, Brother. 

D. Lew. Do you ſo, Sir? Why then, 1 muſt tell 
flat and plain, my Boy Charles muſt and ſhall in- 

it, 

Ant. I ſay no, unleſs Charles had a Soul to value 


his Fortune: What! he ſhould manage eight thou- 


— — 


ſand Crowns a Year out of the Metaphyſicks ! Aſtro- 
nomy ſhould look to my Vineyards! Horace ſhould buy 
off my Wines! Tragedy ſhould kill my Mutton! MH 
flory ſhould cut down my Hay! Homer ſhould get in 
my Corn ! Titere tu Patule look to my Sheep! and 
Geometry bring my Harveſt Home Hark you, 
Brother, do you know what Learning is? 

D. Lew. What if I don't, Sir, I believe it's a fine 
Thing, and that's enough ----- Tho? I can ſpeak no 
Greek, I love and honour the Sound of it, and 


Charles ſpeaks it loftily , 1 Gad, he thunders it our, 


Sir; 


22 Love makes a Man; Or, 


Sir; and, let me tell you, Sir, if you had ever 

the Grace to have heard but fix Lines of Heſod, or 

Hemer, or lliad, or any of the Cre Peets, ods Heart! 

it would have made your Hair ſtand an end; Sir, 
he has read ſuch Things in my Hearing---- ; 

Ant. But did you underſtand 'em, — | 

- Lew. 1 tell you no. What does that ſignify ? The 

Sound's a ſufhcient Comfort to an honeſt Man. 

"Ih. Fye! ſye! I wonder you talk fo, you that are 
old, and ſh uld underſtand. 

D. Lew. Should, Sir! Yes, and do, Sir; I'd have 
you to know, | have ſtudy'd, i baye run over Hiftory, 
Poetry, vhiloſophy. | 

Ant. Yes, like a Cat over a Harpſicord, rare Mu- 
ſick-----, ou have read Catalogues, I believe. Come, 
come, Brother, my younger Boy is a fine Gentleman. 

D. Lew. A ſad Dog— -i Il buy a prettier Fellow in 
a Pennyworth of Ginger bread. 

Ant. hat I propoſe, FIl do, Sir, ſay you your | 
Pleaſure--- Here cuucs one I muſt talk with Well, 
Brother, what News? 

Enter Charino. 
Cha. O! to our ' iſhes, Sir; Clody's a right Bait 


for a Girl, Sir; a budding ſprightly Fellow: She's a 2 


little ſhy at firſt; but | gave him his Cue, and the 
Rogue does ſo whisk; and frisk, and fing, anddance 
her about, Odsbud ! he plays like a Greyhound, No- 
ble Don Lewis, I am your humble Servant: Come, 
what ſay you? Shall I prevail with you to ſettle ſome 
Part of your Eſtate upon young Clody 2 | 

D. Lew, ody! 

Ch. Aye, your Nephew, Clody. 

D. Lew. Settle upon kim! 

Cha. Aye. 

D. Leu. Why, look you, I han't much to ſpare; 
but [| have an admirable Horſe-Pond-----1 II ſettle that 
upon him, if you will. 

Aut. 
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"4nt. Come, let him have his Way, Sir, he's old 
and haſty; my Eftate's ſufficient. How does your 
Daughter, Sir ? 

Cha. Ripe, and ready, Sir, like a bluſhing Roſe, 
ſhe only waits for Pulling, 

Ant. Why then, let to Morrow be the Day. 

Cha. With all my Heart; get you the Writings 
ready, my Girl ſhall be here in the Morning, 

D. Lew. Hark you, Sir, do you ſuppoſe my Charks 
ſhall----- 

_ Cha. Sir, I ſuppoſe nothing; what I'll do, I'll ju- 
ſtify; what your Brother does, let him anſwer. 

Ant, That I have already, Sir, and ſo good Mor- 
row to your Patience, Brother, [ Exaunt. 

D. Lew. Sancho! 

San. Sir. 

D. Lew. Fetch me ſome Gun powder quick quick. 

San. Sir! 

D. Lew. Some Gun- powder, | ſay,----a Barrel 
quickly — and, d'ye hear, three Penny- worth of 
Ratsbane ! - ----- Hay! ay, III blow up one, and 
poyſon the other, 

San. Come, Sir, I ſee what you would be at, and 
F you dare take my Advice, (I don't want Wit at a 
Pinch, Sir) e'en let me try if I can fire my Maſter 
enough with the Praiſes of the young Lady, to make 
him rival his Brother; that would blow em up in- 
deed, Sir. 

D. Lew. Pſha ! impoſſible, he never ſpoke fix Words 
w any Woman in his Lite, but his Bed maker. 

San. Sv much the better, Sir; therefore, if he 
ſpeaks at all, it's the more likely to be out of the 
Road -=----- Hare, he rings ---- I muſt wait upon 
him, 7 (Exit. 
D. Lew, Theſe damn'd old Rogues! ----- I can't 
look my poor Boy in the Face: But come, Char es, 
let em go on, thcu ſhalt not want Money to buy 

thee 


- 
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thee Books yet That old Fool thy Father, and hi 
young Pupp , ſhall not ſhare a Groat f mine betweey 
'em! Nay, to plague 'em, I could find in my Hear 
to fall ſick in a Pet, give thee my Eſtate in a Paſſion, 
and leave the World in a Fury. [Exit 


ACT nu. 


Enter Antonio and Sancho. 
An. C1R, he ſhall have what's fit for him. 


San. No Inheritance, Sir? 
Ant. Enough to give him Books, and a moderate 
Maintenance : That's as much- as he cares for; you 
talk like a Fool, a Coxcomb ; trouble him with 


Land 
San. Muſt Maſter Clodio have all, Sir? 


Am. All, all; he knows how to uſe it; he's a Man 
bred in this World; Yother in the Skies, his Buſineſs 
is altogether above Stairs; go, ſee what he wants. 

San. A Father, I am ſure, [Exit Sancho, 


Ant. What, will none of my Rogues cume near 


me now? O! here they are, 
Enter ſeveral Servants. 

Well, Sir, in the firſt Place, can you procure me a 
plentiful Dinner for about fifty, within wo Hours? 
Your youn® Maſter is to be marry'd this Mourning; 
will that ſpur you, Sir? 

Cook, Young Maſter, Sir! I wiſh your Honour 124 
given me a little more Warning, 

Ant. Sir, you have as much as I had; I was not 
ſure of it half an Hour ago. 

Cook, Sir, I will try what I can do- -- Hey Pedro! 


Guſman ! Come, ſtir, ho! [Exit Cork, 
AY 


en 
art 
Mn, 


. 


The For's Fortune. 25 


- "And. Butler, open the Cellar to all good Fell ;ws; 
if any Man offers to ſneak away ſober, knock him 


"down! Is the Muſick come? 


Bur. They are within, at Breakfaſt, Sir. | 

Ant, That's well: Here, let this Room be clean'd. 
——- You, Huſly, ſee the Bride-Bed made; take Care 
no young Jade cuts the Cords aſunder, and look the 
Sheets be fine and well-ſcented---- and, d'ye hear-:- 
lay on three Pillows !---- away! [Exennt. 

Carlos alone in his Study. 

Car. What a perpetual Noiſe theſe People make! 
my Head is broken with a Parentheſis in every Cor- 
ner; I have forgot to eat and ſleep, with Reading; 
all my Faculties turn into Study : What a Misfortune 
tis in human Nature, that the Body will not live on 
that which feeds the Mind How unprofitable a 
Pleaſure is Eating !--- Sancho! | 

Enter Sancho. 

San. Did you call, Sir? 

Car. Pr'ythee, what Noiſe is this? 

San. The Cooks are hard at Work, Sir, chopping 
Herbs, and mincing Meat, and breaking Marrow- 
bones. 

Car. And is it thus at every Dinner? 

San, No, Sir; but we have high Doings to Day. 

Car, Well, ſet this Folio in its Place again; then 
make me a little Fire, and get a Manchet; I'll dine 
alone Does er Brother ſ. an 
Greek yet, * OT * mo 4 

San. No, Sir, but ſpits French ea Magpy 
and that's more in Faſhion. ; 

Car. He ſteps before me there; 1 think I read it 
well en ugh to underſtand it, but when I am to give 
it Urterance, it quarrels with my Tongue 
Again that Noiſe! Pr'ythee tell me, Sancho, are there 
any Princes to dine here? 


B 8a: 
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San. Some that are as happy as Princes, Sir. 
your Brother's marry'd to Day. 

Car. What of that! might not fix Diſhes ſerve 
em: 1 never have but one, and eat of that but 
ſparingly. 

San. tir, all the Country reund is invited; not a 
Dog that knows the Houle, but comes too; all open, 
Sir, 

Car. Pr'ythee, who is it my Brother marries? 

San. Old Charino's Daughter, Sir, the great Heir- 
eſs; a delicate Creature; young, ſoft, ſmooth, fair, 
plump, and ripe as a Cherry —— and, they ſay, mo- 
deft too. 

Car. That's ſtrange; pr' ythee how dotheſe modeſt 
Wc<cmen look? I never yet convers'd with any bat 
my own Mother; to me they ever were but Sha- 
dows, ſeen and unregarded. 

San. Ah! would you ſaw this Lady, Sir, ſhe'd 
draw you farther than your Archimed-s; ſhe has a 
better Secret than any's in Ariſtotle, if you ſtudy'd 
for it: 1 Gad you'd find her the prettieſt natural Phi- 
loſc pher to play with! | 

Car. Is ſhe fo fine a Creature? 

San. Such Eyes! ſuch Looks! ſuch a Pair of pret- 
tr, plump, powting Lips! ſuch Softneſs in her 
Voice! ſuch Muſick too! and when ſhe ſmiles, ſuch 
roguiſh Dimples in her Cheeks! ſuch a clear Skin! 
white Neck, and a little lower, ſuch a Pair of round, 
hard, heaving what d'ye call-ums--- ah! 

Car. Why, thou art in Love, Sancho. 

San. Aye! ſo would you be, if you ſaw her, Sir. 

Car. I don't think ſo. What Settlement does my 
Father make em? 

San. Only all his dirty Land, Sir, and makes your 
Brother his ſole Heir, | 

Car. Muſt | have nothing? | 

b. n. Books in abundance; Leave to ſtudy your 


Eyes Out, Sir. Cans . 


| 


1 
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" Car. 1 am the elder born, and have a Title too. 
San. No matter for that, Sir, he'll have Poſleſſion 
— of the Lady too. 
Car. I wiſh him happy---- he'll not inherit my lite 


tle Underſtanding too! 

| San. O, 2 more 4 Gentleman than to da 

that--- Ods me! Sir, Sir, here comes the very La- 
dy, the Bride, your Siſter that mult be, and het 
Father, 

» Enter Charino d Angelina. 

- Stand cloſe, you'll both ſee and hear, Sir. 

4 Car. | ne'er ſaw any yet fo fair! ſuch Sweoetneſs 


in her Look! ſuch Modeſty! it we may think the 
ft Eye the Window to the Heart, ſhe has a thouſand 
it} xreafur'd Virtues there. 
San. So! the Book's gone. Aide. 
: Cha, Come, pr'ythee put ona brisker Look; Ods- 
d heart, doſt thou think in Conſcience, that's fit for 
2 thy wedding- Day: 
4 Ang. Sir, 1 wiſh it were not quite ſo ſudden; a 
| litle Time for fart:er Thought perhaps had made it 
| eaſier to me: To change for ever, is no Trifle, Sir. 

Car. A Wonder! 

et- Che. Look you, his Fortune I have taken Care of, 
ry and his Perſon you have no Exception to. What, 
ich in the Name of Venus, would the Girl have? 
in! Ang. 1 never ſaid, of all the World 1 made him, 
ad, | Sir, my Choice: Nay, tho' he be yours, I cannot 

ſay, I am highly pleas'd with him, nor yet am a- 
| verſe; but 1 had rather welcome your Commands 
r. and him, than Diſobedience 
my Chr, O!] if that be all, Madam, to make you eaſy, 
my Commands are at your Service, 
ow, Ag. i have done with my Objections, sir. 

| Car. Erch Underſtanding in Y ſoft a Form 

Happy Hippy Brother !----- may he be happy, 
While I fit down in Patience, and alone! I hate 
C B 2 S8 3 
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d too much----Reach me an Ovid. | Ex. Car. & San, 
Cha. 1 ſay pat on your beſt Looks, Huſly---. for 
here he comes, Faith. 
Enter Clodio. 
Ah! my dear Clody ! 


Clo. My dear, | Kiſſes him.] dear Dad. Hah! Ma 
Princeſſe ! eſtes vous la donc“ A ha! Non, jnon, Fe ne 
ame Connois guerres, &. [Sings.] Look, look,---- look, 
@” Sly-boots; what, ſhe knows nothing of the Mat- 
ter! But you will, Child---- 1 Gad, I ſhall count the 
Clock extreamly to Night; Let me ſee what Time 
ſhall I riſe to Morrow: Not till after Nine 
Ten,---- Eleven, for a Piſtole. A---- C' dire votre 
cur inſenſible eſt en fin vaincu. Non, non, & c. 

[Si gs a ſec:nd Verſe, 
Enter Antonio, Don Lewis, and Lawyer. 

Ant. Well ſaid, Chdy; my noble Brother, welcome; 

fair Daughter, I give you Joy. 

Clo. And ſo will | too, Sir. Allons ! Vivons! Chan- 
Jens! Dancons! Hey L'autre Four, &c. 

Sings and dances, &c. 

Ant. Well faid again, Boy. Sir, you and your 
Writings are welcome, What, my angry Brother! 
nay, you muſt have your Welcome t o, or we ſhall 
make but a flat Feaſt on't, 

D. Tew, Sir, I am not welcome, nor 1 won't be 
welcome, nor no Body's welcome, and you are all a 
Parc: | of: 

Cha. What. Sir? 

D. Lem. Miſerable Wretch:s---- ſad Dogs. 

Ant. Come, pray, Sir, b:ar with him, he's old 
and haſty; but he'll dine, and be good Company 
for all this, 

D. Lew. A ſtrange Lye, that. 

Cl», Ha, ha, ha, poor Teſty, ha, ha! 


D. Lew, Don't laugh, my dear Rogue, pr'ythee don't | 


laugh now; Fai h ſhall break thy Head, it thou doſt. 


Cle. | 
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Clo. Gad ſo! what, then I find you are angry at 
me, dear Uncle? 

D. Lew. Angry at thee, hay, Puppy !--- Why, what! 
---- what doſt thou ſee in that lovely batchet Face of 
thine, that's worth my being out of Humour at? 
Blood and Fire, ye Dog, get out of my Sight, or 

Ant. Nay, Brother, this is too far 

D. Tew. Angry at him, a Son of a——Son's Son 
of a Whore! 

Cha. Ha, ha: poor peeviſh----- 

D, Lew. I'd fain have have ſomebody poiſon him. 
[To himſelf.} Ah, that. ſweet Creature! Muſt this fair 
Flower be cropp'd to ſtick up in a Piece of caſcally 
Earthen Ware? I muſt ſpeak to her Puppy, ſtand 
out of my Way. 

Clo, Ha, ha! aye, now fort. 

D. Lew. [To Angelina] Ah!—— ah!——ah!' Ma- 
dam—— I pity you; you're a lovely young Creature, 
and ought to have a handſome Man yok'd to you; 
one of Underſtanding too: I am lorry to ſay it, 
but this Fellow's Scull's extreamly thick—— he can 
never get any Thing _ that fair Body, but Muffs 
and Snuff-boxes; or ſay he ſhould have a Thing 
ſhap'd like a Child, you can make nothing of it, bur 
a Taylor. 

Clo, Ods me! why, you are teſty, my dear Uncle. 

D. Lew. Will no Body take that troubleſome Dog 
out of my Sight I can't ſtay where he is Ll 
go ſee my poor Boy Charle: I've diſturb d you, 
Madam ; your humble Servant. 

Ant. Youll come again, and drink the Bride's 
Health, Brother ? | 

D. Lew, That Lady's Health I may; and, if ſhe'll 
give me Leave, perhaps fit by her at Table too. 

Clo. Ha, ha! Bye Nuncle, 

D. Lew. Puppy, good Bye 

Ang. Am odd humour'd Gentleman, 


B 3 Ant. 
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Ant. Viy odd indeed, Child; I ſuppoſe, in pure 


Spit, hell make my Son Charles his Heir. 

Arg, Methinks | would not have a light Head, 
nor one laden with too much Learning, as my Fx 
ther ſays this Carl's is; ſure there's ſomething hid in 
that Gentleman's Concein for him, that ſpeazs him 
not ſo mere a Log. ; 

Aut. Come, ſhall we go and ſcal, Brother? the 


Prieft ſtays for us; when Carlos has ſign'd the Con- 
veyanc:, as he ſhall preſently, we'll then to the 


edding, and ſo to Dinner, 
(. With all my Heart, Sir. 


Civ. A ns! mi chere Princ ſſe. [ Exeunt. 


Carles in his Study, with Don Lewis. and Sancho, 


P. Lew. Nay, youu are undane, 

Car. Th n---1 muſt ſtudy, Sir, to b ar my Fortune. 

I). Zeu. Have you no greater Feeling? 

Sen. You were feniible of the great Book, Sir, 
wh n it fell upon your Head; and won't the Ruin 
ci your Fortune nr you? | 

Car. Will he have my Books too? 

D. Lew, No, no, he has a Book, a fine one too, 
call'd, The Gh m Recreition; or, The ſecret Art 
ef fetting Sons and Dmfhrers: Such a Creature! a 


B-auty in Folio! would thou hadſt her in thy Study, | 


Carls, tho' it were but to new-claſp her, 
Sn. He has ſeen her, Sir. 
D. Lew. Well, and and 
Si. He flung away his Book, Sir. | 
D. Lew, Lid be Faith? would he had flung away 

bis Humour too, and ſpoke to her. | 
Ca”. Muſt m, Brother then have all? 
D. Lew. All, all. 

San. All that your Father has, Sir, 
Cay. And that fiir Creature too ? 
San, Ay, Sir, D. Lew, Hey! 
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Car. He has enough, then. [ Sighmng.. 
D. Lew. He have her, Chir's! why wou'd, wou'd, 


| that is——hay! 
| Car. ay I not ſee her, ſometimes, and call her 
| * Siſt-r? 111 do him no rong. 
1 D. Lew. I can't bear this! 'ſheart, I could cry for 
Madneſs! Fleſh an! Fre“ do but ſpeak to her, lan. 
Car. I cannot, ir, her Look requires ſomething of 
that diſtant Awe, Words of that ſoft Reſpect, and 
® yer luch Force and Meaning too, that I ſhould ſt:nd 
confounded to approach her, and yet 1 long to wiſh 
| her Joy O were born t give it too! 
* | D. Lew. hu, thou ſhalt wiſh her Joy, Boy; Faith, 
ſhe is a good- humour d Creature, ſhe'll take it kindly. 
Car. 0 you think fo, Uncle: 
D. Lew. I'll to her, and tell her of you. 


Car. Do, Sir, Stay, Uncle will ſhe not 
think me rude > I would not for the World offend her. 
fs O. Lew. end a Fiddle-ſtick let me alone 
1 111, | 

Car. Nay, but, Sir! d ar Uncle. 

| D. Lev. A hum! a hum! [Exit D. Lewis 
o, Enter Antonio and the Lawyer with a IWrinnng, 
” Ant. Where's my Son? | 


| San. There, ir, caſting a Figure what ch ppin 
Yo Children his Brother ſhall have, and where he fill 
find a new Father for himſelf. 
Ant. | ſhalb find a Stick for you, Rogue, I fhall, 
Ch.rles, hw doſt thou do? Come hither, Boy. 
Car. Your Pleaſure, Sir? 
ay Ant. Nay, no great Matter, Child, only to put 
Four Name here a little to this Bit of Parcument; i 
think you write a reaſonable good Hand, Charles. 
7 Car. Pray, Sir, to what Uſe may it be? 
f Ant. Only to paſs your Title in the Land I have, 
to your Brother Cledts. N 
4 Car. Is it no more, Cir? 


a B 4 Law, 
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Law. That's all, Sir. 

Ant. No, no, tis nothing elſe; look you, you ſhall 
be provided for, you ſhall have what Books you pleaſe, 
and your Means ſhall come in without your Care, and 
you ſhall always have a Servant to wait on you. 

Car. Sir, 1 thank yon; but if you pleaſe, I had 


rather ſign it before the good Company below; it 


being, Sir, ſo frank a Gift, twill be ſome ſmall 


Compliment to have it done before the Lady too: 
There | ſhall fign it chearfully, and wiſh my Bro- 


ther good Fortune. 

Ant. With all my Heart, Child; it's the ſame 
Thing to me. 

Car. You'll excuſe me, Sir, if I make no great 
Stay with you, | 

Ant. Do as thou wilt, thou ſhalt do any Thing 
thou haſt a Mind to, [ Exeunt. 
San. Now has he undone himſelf for ever; Odſ- 
heart, 1'Il down into the Cellar and be ſtark drunk 


for Anger. [ Exit, 


The SCENE changes te a Dining-Room 4 large 
Table ſpread. 
Tuter Charino with Angelina, Clodio, Don Lewis, 
Ladies, Prieſt, and a Lawyer. 

Law. Come, let him bring his Son's Hand, and 
all's done: Are you ready, Sir? 

Prieſt. Sir, I ſhall diſpatch them preſently, im- 
mediately! for in-truth 1 am an hungry. | 

Clo. I Gad, I warrant you, the Prieſt and I cou'd 
both fall to without ſaying Grace Ha! you little 
Rogue! what, you think it long too? 

Ang. 1 find no Fault, Sir; better Things were 
well done, than done too haftily——Sir, you look 
melancholy. [To D. Lewis. 


D. Lew. Sweet-ſwelling Bloſſom! Ah! that | had he 


gathering of thee! I would ſtick thee in the Boſom 
| | of 


c 
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of a pretty young Fellow. Ah! thou haſt miſs'd 
a Man (but that he is ſo bewitch'd to his Study, and 
knows no other Miſtreſs than his Mind) ſo far above 
this feather-headed Puppy | 
Ang. Can he talk, Sir 
D. Lew, Like an Angel——to himſelf 


the De- 
vil a Word to a Woman : His Language is all upon 
the high Buſineſs to Heaven, and heavenly Wonders, 
to Nature, and her dark and ſecret Cauſes. 
. Does he ſpeak ſo well there, Sir? 

D. Lew. To Admiration ! ſuck Curioſities! but he 
can't look a Woman in the Face; if he does, he 
bluſhes like fifteen. 

But a little Converſation, methinks —— 

D. Lew. Why, ſo | think too; but the Boy's be- 
witch'd, and the Devil can't bring him to't: Shall I 

if 1 can't get him to wiſh you Joy? 

Ang. | ſhall receive it as becomes his Sifter, Sir. 

Clo. Look, look, old Teſty will fall in loye by 
and by ; he's hard at it, ſplit me. 

Cha. Let him alone, ſhe'll fetch him about, I 
warrant you. 

Clo. So, here my Father comes! Now, Prieſt? 
Hey! my Brother too! that's a Wonder! broke like 
a Spirit from his Cell, 

Enter Antonio and Carlos. 

D. Lew. Odſo! here he is! that's he! a little in- 
clining to the lean, or ſo, but his Underſtandigg”s 
ve fatter for't. 

Ant. Come, Charles, twas your Deſire to ſee my 
fair Daughter and the good Company, and then u0- 
ſeal before 'em all, and give your Brother Joy. 

Cha. He does well; 1 ſhall think the better of him 
as long as I live. 

Car, Is this the Lady, Sir? 

Ant. Aye, that's your Siſter, Ch wes. 

Car, Forbid it, Love! ¶Aſids] Do you not thiok ſhe'!! 
grace our Family? 3 5 An. 
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A. t. No doubt on't, Sir. 


Car. Shou'd | not thank her for ſo unmerited a Graceh | 

Ant. Aye, and welcome, Charles. 

D. Lew. Now, my Boy! give her a gentle Twiſt 
by the Fingers! lay your Lips ſoftly, ſoftly, cloſe 
lum to hers. 

Car. Pardon a Stranger's Freedom, Lady. [Sa/ntes 
Angelina.] Diſſolving "Sofineſs! O the drowning 
Joy! Happ», Happy he thar ſips eternally luck 
Nectar down, that unconfin'd may lave and wanton 
there in ſateleſs Draughts of ever-ſpringing Beauty. 

Put you, fair Creature, ſhare by far the higher 
foy; it, as I've read, (nay, now am ſure) the ſole 
Pelight of Love lies only in the Power to give. 

Aug. Row near his Thoughts agree with mine! 
This the mere Scholar I was told of ! [Aſide. 
kad, Sir, you have experienc'd Love, you ſeem aG 
quainted with the Paſhon, 

Car. ['v. had, indeed, a dead pale Glimpſe in The- 

„but never ſaw th'enlivening Light before. 

"Aug, Ha! before! [ Aſide. 

Ant. Well, theſe are very fine e 
Char/e:; but you ſay nothing to your Brother yer. 

Car. O yes, and wiſh him, fir, with any other 


N {te with lier, 
Ang. He f,eaxs unhappily. 
ch. Ha! what do — ſay, Brother? 


At. Ny, for my Part, I dou't underſtand him. 
Cha. Nor 1. 


D. Lew. 


Stand clear, I do—and that ſweet 


| 
Beauty, (if poſſible) more laſting Joy than I could; 
r pity 
Ceeince too, | hope, 
+ Ang. Too well, 


i fear, [ Aſrde. 
ans. Come, come, to the Writing, Charles; pris 
thee leave thy ſtud, ing, Man 


Car. II leave my Life firſt ; I ftuiy now to bea 
Maa; belore, what Man 2 35 was but my Argament; 
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I am now on the Proof! 1 find, I feel my lelf 
a Man—— nay, I fear it too. 
D. Lew. He has it! he has it! my Boy's in fur't. 


C. Come, come, will 
D. Lew. Stand out of the Way, Puppy. 

| mneerpeſt Jing with his Back io Clody. 

Car. Whence is it, Fair, that While | offer Speech 

to you, my Thoughts want Words, my Words their 

free and honeſt Utterance ? Why is it thus | tremble 

at your Touch, and fear yOur Fr.wn, as would a 

frighted Child the dreadful Lightning? Yet ſhuu'd 

my deareſt Friend or Brother dare to chock my va 

deluded Wiſhes, O! I ſhould turn, and tear bimlike 

an offended Lion Is this, can it; mult it be in 
a Siſt er's Power? 

Clo. Come, come, will you ſign, Brother! 

D. Lev. Time enough, Puppy. 

Car. O! if you knew with what precipitated Haſte 
you hurry on a Deed that makes you bleſs'd, or mi- 
ſerable for ever, ev'n vet, near as you are to Happi- 
pineſs, you'd find no anger in a Moment s Dauſe. 

Co. I lar, wil you livin, Brother? 

Car. Away, 1 have no Time tor Icides! Room 
for an Elder Brother. 

D. Lev. Why, did not 1 bid thee ſtand our of tue 
Way now ? 

Anas. Aye, but this is Trifling, Ch.r'ss! came, 
come, your Hand, Man. 

Car. Your Pardon, Sir, 1 cannot ſeal yer; hal 
you only fhew'd me Land, I had rifi-n'd it free, 
and proud to have beſtow'd ir to your Pl afure ; Tis 
Care, tis Dirt, and Trouble: Bur you have opei'd 
to me ſuch a Treaſure, ſaci unimagin d Mines of 
ſolid Joy, that [ rerceive my Teimper tub! born now, 
ev n to a churliſh Avarice of Lov.---- Heaven direct 
my Fortune. 

4.t. And ſo you won't part with your Tile, Sir? 

Car. 
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Car. Sooner with my Soul of Reaſon, be a Plant, 
a Beaft, a Fiſh, a Fly, and only make the Number 
of Animals, or Things up, than yield one Foot of 
Land ----- if ſhe be ty'd to't. 

Cha. I don't like this; he talks odly methinks. 


Arg. Yet with a Brayery of Soul might warm the | 


coldeſt Heart. Aſide. 

Clo, Pſhaw, Pox, prithee, Brother, you had better 
think of thoſe Things in your Study, Man! 

Car. Go you and ſtudy, for tis Time, young Brother: 
Turn o'er the tedious Volumes I have read; think, 
and digeſt them well ! the wholeſomeſt Food for 
green conſumptive Minds ! wear out whole faſted 
Days, and by the pale weak Lamp, pore away the 
freezing Nights; rather make dim thy Sight, than 
leave thy Mind in Doubt and Darkneſs; Confine thy 
uſeleſs Travels to thy Cloſet, traverſe the wiſe and 
civil Lives of good and great Men dead; compare 
'em with the Living: Tell me why C«ſar periſh'd by 
the Hand that lov'd him moſt? and why his Enemies 
deplor'd him? i ill the Sweetneſs from the Poet's 
Spring, and learn to ſoften thy Deſires; nor dare to 
dream of Marriage Vows, *till thou haſt taught thy 
Soul, like mine, to love-----Is it for thee to wear 2 
Jewel of this ineſtimable Worth? 

D, Lew. Ah! Charles! (Kiſſes him) What ſay you 
to the Scholar now, Chicken ? 

Ang. A Wonder! ----- -- Is this Gentleman your 
Brother, Sir? [ To Clody. 

Clo Hay! no, my Madam, not quite ----- that 
Þ, he is a little a-kin by the-----Pox on him, wou'd 
he were bury'd----1 can't tell what to ſay to him, 
ſplit me. 

Ant. Poſitively, you will not ſea! then, ha? 

Car, Neither-----1 ſhould not blindly ſay I will nor 
Seat----- Let me intreat a Moment's Pauſe --,-- for, even 
yet, perhaps, I may, | [Sizhing. 
4 2. 
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Ang. Forbid it, Fortune! 

Ant. O, may you ſo, Sir! 

Clo. Aye! Sir, hay! What, you are come to your 
ſelf I find, ſheart! 

Cha. Aye, aye, give him a little Time, he'll think 
better on't, I warrant you. 

Car. Perhaps, fair Creature, I have done you 
Wrong, whoſe plighted Love and Hope went Hand 
in Hand together; but I conjure you, think my Life 
were hateful after ſo baſe, ſo barbarous an Act as 
parting 'em : What! to lay waſte at once for ever, 
all the gay Bloſſoms of your forward Fortune, the 
promis'd Wiſhes of your young Deſire, your fruitful 
Beauty, and your ſpringing Joy; your thriving Soft- 
neſs, and your cluſter'd Kiſſes, growing on the Lips 
of Love, devour'd with an unthirſty Infant's Appe- 
tite! O forbid it, Love! forbid it, Nature and Hu- 
manity ! 1 have no Land, no Fortune, Life, or 
Being, while your Neceſſity of Peace requires em: 
Say! or give me Need to think your ſmalleſt Hope 
depends on my objected Ruin; my Ruin is my Safe- 
ty there; my Fortune, or my Life reſign'd with Joy, 
ſo your Account of happy Hours were thence bur 
rais'd to any added Number, 

Cha. Why aye! there's ſome Civility in this. 

Clo. The Fellow really talks very prettily. 

Car. But if in bare Compliance to a Father's Will, 
you now but ſuffer Marriage, or what will yet be 
worſe, give it as an extorted Bond, impos'd on the 
Simplicity of our Youth, and dare confeſs you wiſh 
ſome honeſt Friend would ſave, or free you from its 
hard Conditions; I then again have Land, have Life, 


and Reſolution, waiting till upon your happier For- 
| tune. 


Ch. Ha, ha! pert enough, that! I Gad! I long to 


' ſee what this will come to! 


F 
! 


| 


| 
| 
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Prieſt, In Truth, unleſs ſome Body is marry'd pre- 
ſently, 
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ſently,. the Dinner will be ſpoil'd, and then ----- ng 
Body will be eable to eat it. 

Ant. Brother, I ſay, let's remove the Lady. 

Cha. Force her from him! 

Car. Tis too late! I have a Figure here! Sooner 


ſhall Bodies leave their Shade; as well you might 


attempt to ſhut old Time into a Den, and from his 
downy Wings waſh the ſwift Hours away, or ſteal 
Eternity to ſtop his Glaſs ; ſo fix'd, ſo rooted here 
is every growing Thought of her, 

Clo. Gads me; what, now it's troubleſome again, 
is it? 

Car. Conſider, fair One, now's the very Criſis of 
our Fate: You cannot have it, ſure, to ask if Honour 
be the Parent of my Love: if you can love for Love, 
and think your Heart rewarded there, like two young 
Vines we'll curl together, circling our Souls in never- 
ending Joy ; we'll ſpring together, and we'll bear 
one Fruitz one Joy ſhall — us ſmile, one Sorrow 
mourn; one Age go with us, one Hour of Death ſhall 
cloſe our Eyes, and one cold Grave ſhall hold us 
happy but you hate me not! O ſpeak! 
Give but the Chet Breath to that tranſporting 
Thought! 

Ang, Need I dw ſpeak ; to fay, I'm far from 
hating you I wouid {ay more, but there i 
nothing fit for me to ſay, 

Cha. I'll bear it no longer 

Ang. On this you may depend, I cannot like thas 
Marriage was propos'd me. 

Car. How ſhall my Soul cequite this Goodneſs ? 

Cha. Beyond Patience! This is downright Inſs 
lence! Roguery ! a Rape! 

Ant. Part 'em. 

Clo, Aye, aye! part 'em, part 'em. 

D. Lew. Doll ! dum! dum! -—--- 

g and draws in their Deſen: 
: Cha 
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cb. Call an Officer, I'll have em forc'd aſunder. 

Ang. Nay, then I am reduc'd to take Protection 
here. [ Goes to Carlos. 

Car. O Ectaſy of Heart! tranſporting Joy! 

D. Lew. Lorra! Dorrol! Loll! [Sings and dances. 

Cha. A Plot! a Plot agaiſt my Honour! Murder 
Treaſon! Gun-powder! I'll be reveng'd ! 

Ant. Sir, you ſhall have Satisfaction. 

Cha. I'll be reveng'd! 

Ant. Carlos, I ſay, forego the Lady. 

Car. Never, while I have Senſe of Being, Life, 
or Motion. 

Clo. You won't! Gadſo! What, then I find 1 muſt 
Jag out upon this Buſtneſs? Allens!“ the Lady, Sir! 

D. Lew. Lorra! Dorrol! Loll! 

Preſenting his Point to Clodio. 

Cha. 1'll have his Blood! 

Car. Hold, Uncle ! Come, Brother, ſheath your 
Anger -In do my beſt to ſatisty you all ----- but 
ficſt, I would intreat a Bleſſing here. 

Ant. Out of my Door! thou art no Son of mine! 

[Exit Ante 

Car. I am ſorry I have loſt a Father, Sir For 
you, Brother, ſince once you had a ſeeming Hope, in 
lieu of what you've loſt, half of my Birth-right. 

Clo. No Halves! no Halves, Sir! the whole Lady ! 

Car. Why, then the Whole, if you can like the 
Terms. [ quick, 

Clo. What Terms? What Terms > Come, quick, quick, 

Car, The firſt is this -—-- {Sza:ches D. Lewis's Sword) 
Wia her, and wear her; for, on my Soul, unleſs 
my Body fail, my Mind ſhall never yield thee up a 
Thought in Love, 

D. Lew. God a Mercy, Charles ! To him Boy! 1 
Gad, this Love has made a Man of him. 

Ca. Yhis is the firſt good Sword 1 ever pois'd in 
Anz er yet; "tis ſharp Im ſure ; if it but hold my 
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home, I ſhall ſo hunt your Inſolence 
1 feel the Fire of ten ſtrong Spirits in me: Wert 
thou a native Fencer, in ſo faira Cauſe, I thus ſhould 
hold thee at the worſt Defiance. 

Clo. Look you, Brother, take Care of your ſelf, | 
ſhall certainly be in you the firſt Thruſt; but if you | 
had rather, d'ye ſee, we'll talk a little calmly about 
this Buſineſs. 

Car. Away, Trifler! I would be loth to prove the 
a Coward too. 

Cle. Coward! Why then, really, Sir, if you vleaſe, 
Midriff's the Word, Brother ; you are a Son of a 
Whore———4tbns! 

[They fight, and Clodio is diſarm'd. | 

Cha. His Blood! I ſay, bis Blood! I'll have it, by 
all the Scars and Wounds of Honour in my Family. 

Ex. 

Car. There, Sir, take your Life-.--and — 
— be gone without Reply. 

41, re you wounded, Sir? 

Car ny in my Fears for you: How ſhall we 
beſt e Uncle? 

D. Lv, Voſitively, we are not ſafe here, this Lady 
being an tleirefs, Follow me. 

Car Go. 4 ingels guard us. [Exeunt with Ang, 

Clo, Gail»! 1 never fenc'd fo ill in all my Lite 
—c . my Life, ſplit me! 

F:t.r Monſieur, | 


— 4 


3 


— »2»26x% 2] 


— h ²³ĩ'ͤ Ot 
= © 


Men, ine, here be de Trompete, de Hauté-Bor, 
de Muſique, de Maitre Dancer, dat deſeer to know if 


ou be to ave de Maſque begin, 
C's, ity! What does this Puppy ſay now ! th 
en, Sire, de Muſique. 
Clo. Why A —— that's true - but tell em = | 
Flags on em, tell em, they are not ready tun'd, 


1 
Nen, 8 ce, Jare is all Tune, all prepare. 


' ay then, ell em that wy Brother's | 
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wiſe again, and has ſpoil'd all, and I am bubbled, 
and ſo 1 ſhan't be marry'd till next Time : But 1 
have fought with him, and he has diſarm'd me; and 
ſo he won't releaſe the Land, nor give me my Mi- 
ſtreſsagain; and I---I am undone, that's all. [Exeun;, 

Enter Charino, Antonio, Officers, and Servants, 

Cha. Officers, do your Duty: I ſay, ſeize 'em all. 

Ant. Carry em this Minute before a----How now! 
what all fled ! 

Cha. Ha! my Girl! my Child ! my Heireſs! I am 
abus'd! I am cheated! I am robb'd! I am ravilh'd! 
murder'd! and flung in a Ditch, 

Ant. Who let 'em out? Which Way went they, 
Villains ? 

Ser. Sir, We had no Order to ſtop them; but they 
went out at that Door, not ſix Minutes ago. 

Cha. I'll purſue them with Bills, Wargants, Acti- 
one, Writs, and Malice: I'm a Lawyer, Sir; they 
ſhall find 1 underſtand Ruin, 

Ant. Nay, they ſhall be found, Sir : Run you to 
the Port, Sirrah, ſee if any Ships are going off, and 
bring us Notice immediately. 

Enter Sancho drunk. 

San. Ban, ban, Cac-caliban! [Singe, 

Ant. Here comes a Rogue, I'll warrant, knows the 
Bottom of all! Where's my Son, Villain: 

San, Hick-up——Son, Sir! 

Cka. Where's my Daughter, Sirrah ? 

San. Daughter, Sir! hick-up ! 7 

Cha. Aye, my Daughter, Raſcal! 

San, Why, Sir, they told me, juſt now, Si 
that ſhe's, hick up! ſhe's run away. 

Ant. Dog, where's your Maſter ? 

San. My Maſter ! why they ſay he is —— hick up! 

Ant. Where, Sircah ? 

San. Why, he is---he is---gone along with her, 

Ant. Death! you Dog, diſcover him, or 
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San. Sir, 1 will -I will. 
Ant. Where is he, Villain? 
San. Where, Sir? Why, to be fare he is he. 
is upon my Soul, I don't know, Sir, | 
Ant. No more Trifling, Raſcal. | 
San. If 1 do, Sir, 1 wiſh this may be my Poyſon, 
Drin. 
Ant. Death! you Dog, get out of my Houle, or g 


* 


11 —- So, Sir, have you found him? 
Re-enter the Servant haſtily, and Clodio. 

Clo. Aye, Sir, have you found em? 

Ser. Yes, Sir, I had Sight of em; but they wen 
juſt got on Board a ſmall Veſſel, before I could over 
take em. | 

Cha. Death and Furies! | * 


Ant, Whither were they bound, Sirrah! 

Ser. Sir, I could not diſcover that; but they ſail'd 
full before the Wind, with a very ſmart Gale. 

Ant, What ſhall we do, Brother! 

Clo. Be as ſmart as they, Sir; follow 'em! follow 

em. 

Cha. Send to the Port this Moment, and ſecure | 
Ship; I'll purſue em thro” all the Elements! 

Clo. I'll follow you, by the Northern Star. 

Ant. Run to the Port again, Rogue; hire a Ship, 
and tell em they muſt hoiſt Sail immediately. 

Clo, And, you Rogue, run to my Chamber, fill 
up my Snuft-box----Cram it hard, you Dog, and be 
here again before you get thither, | 

Ant, What, will you take nothing elſe, Boy? 

Clo. Nothing, Sir, but Snuff and Opportunity 
we're in haſte! Allns! hey! Fo vole, 
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The SCENE Lisbon. 


Euter Elvira, Don Duart, aud Goverror. 


Elv, E AR Biother, let me intreat you, ſtay ;. 
why will you provoke y ur Danger: 

D. Du. Madam, my Honour muſt be ſatisfied. 

Elv. That's done already, by the degrading Blow 
you gave him. 

Gov, Pray, Niece, what is it has incens'd him? 

Elv. Nothing but a needleſs Quarrel. 

Gov. | am ſorry for him To whom is all 
this Fury, Nephew } 

D. Du. To you, Sir, or any Man that dares op- 
pole me. 

Gov. Come, you are too boiſterous, Sir; and this 
vain Opinion of your Courage, taken on your late 
Succeſs in Duelling, makes youdaily ſhunn'd by Mea 
of civil Converſation : For Shame, leave off theſe 
ſenſeleſs Brawls ; if you are valiant, as ydu would 
be thought, turn out your Courage to the Wars, let 
your King and Country be the better for't. 

D. Du. Yes, ſo I might be General Sir, no 
Man living ſnall command me. | 

Gov. Sir, you ſhall find that here in Lisbon I will: 
I'm every Hour follow'd with Complaints of your 
Behaviour from Men of almoſt all Conditions; and 
my Authority, which you preſume will bear you our, 
becauſe you are my Nephew, no longer ſhall protect 
you now: Expect your next Diſorder to be puniſh'd 


with as much Seyerity, as his that is a Stranger to my 
Blood, 
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D. Du. Puniſh me! You, nor your Office, dare 
not do't, 

Gov. Away! Juftice dares do any Thing ſhe ought, 

Ely. Brother, this brutal Temper muſt be caſt off, 
When you can Maſter that, you ſhall gladly com- 
mand my Fortune, But if you ſtill perſiſt, expe& 
my Prayers and Vows for your Converſion only; but 
never Means, or F..vvur, 

D. De Tice! and Furies! I'm tutor'd here like a 
mere *cluol-boy ! Women ſhall judge of Injuries in 
Honour ! -For you, Sir- -I was born free, and will 
not curb my Spirit, nor is it for your Authority to 
tempt it: Give me the Uſage of a Man of Honour, 
or 'tis not your Government ſhall protect you. ¶ Exit. 

Gov, 1 am ſorry te ſee this, Niece, for your Sake, 

Elv. Wou'd he were not my Brother. 

Enter Don Manuel, ard Sailors, with Angelina. 

D. Mas. Divide the Spoil amongſt you: This fair 
Captive I only challenge for my ſelf. 

Gov, Ha! ſome Prize brought in. 

Sail. Sir, ſhe's yours; you fought, and well deſerye 
her. 

Gov. Noble Don Manuel / Welcome on Shore! 1 
ſee you are fortunate ; for I preſume that's ſome 
uncommon Prize, 

D. Ma. She is indeed----Theſe ten Years I have 
known the Seas, and many rough Engagements there; 
but never ſaw ſo ſmall a Bark ſo long defended, with 
ſuch incredible Valour, and by two Men ſcarce 
arm'd too, 

Gov. Is't poſlible! 

D. Ma. Nay, and their Contempt of Death, when 
taken, exceeds even all they ated in their Freedom. 

Gov. Pray, tell us, Sir. 

D. Ma. When they were brought aboard us, both 
diſarm'd, and ready to be fetter'd, they look'd as they 


bad ſworn never to take the Bread of Bondage, and 
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oa a ſudden ſnatching up their Swords, (the younger 
taking firſt from this fair Maid a Farewel only with 
his Eyes) both leapt into the Sea. 

Gov, Tis wonderful indeed. 

D. Ma. It wrought ſo much upon me, had not our 
own Safety hinder'd, (at that Time a great Ship pur- 
ſuing us) I wou'd in Charity have taken 'em up, and 
with their Lives they ſhould have had their Liberty, 

Ang. Too late, alas! they're loſt! (Heart- wound 
ing Thought!) for ever loſt -I now am friendleſs, 
miſerable, and a Slave. 

D. Ma. Take Comfort, Fair one, perhaps you yet 

in may ſee em: They were not quite a League 
from Shore, and with ſuch Strength and Courage broke 
through the rolling Waves, they cou'd not fail of 
Life and Safety. 

Ang. In that laſt Hope, I brook a wretched Being: 
but if they're dead, my Woes will find ſo many Doors 
to let out Life, I ſhall not long ſurvive em. 

Elv, Alas! poor Lady! Come, Sir, Miſery but weeps 
the more, when ſhe is gaz'd on-----we trouble her. 

Gov. I wait on you: Your Servant, Sir. 

[Exit Elu. and Gov. 

D. Ma. Now, my fair Captive, tho' I confeſs you 
beautiful, yet give me Leave to own my Heart has 
long been in another's keeping; therefore the Fa- 
your I am about to ask, you may at leaſt hear with 
Safety. 

Ang. This has engag'd me, Sir, to hear. 

D. Ma. Theſe three Years I have honourably loy'd 
a noble Lady, her Name Louiſa, the beauteous Niece 
of great Ferrara's Duke : Her Perſon and Fortune 
uncontrol'd, ſole Miſtreſs of herſelf and me, who 
long have languiſh'd in an hopeleſs Conſtancy : Now 
[ perceive, in all your Language, and your Looks, a 
ſoftning Power, nor can a Suit by you promoted, be 
deny'd : Therefore I wou'd a while entreat your 

| Leave 
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Leave to recommend you, as her Companion, wy 
this Lady's Favour: And (as I am fure you'll ſoon 
be near her cloſeſt Thoughts) if ycu can think upoy 
the honeſt Courteſies I hitherto have ſhewn your Mo- 
deſty, and in your happy Talk, but name with any 
Mark of Favour me, or my unweary'd Love, twoull 
be a generous Act wou'd fix me ever grateful to it 
Memory, 

Ang. Such poor Aſſiſtance, Sir, as one diſtreſs'{ 
like me, can give, ſhall willingly be paid : If I can 
ſteal but any Thoughts from my own Misfortunes, 
reſt aſſur'd they'll be employ'd in healing yours. 

D. Ma. I'll ftudy to deſerve this Goodneſs ; for 
thepreſent, think my poor Houſe your own ; at Night 
I'll wait on you to the Lady, till when, I am your 
Guard. 

Ang. You have bound me to your Service- 

[Exennt D. Manuel and Angelina, 


The SCENE changes to a Church, the Veſper ſuppos'4 
to be juſt ended, ſeveral walking out. Carlos 42d 
Don Lewis riſing near Louiſa and Honoria. Louiſa 
ebſerving Carlos, 


Hon. Come, Madam, ſhall we walk out > The 
Croud's pretty well over now. 

Low. But then that melancholy Softneſs in bis 
Look! [To Her ſelf. 

Hon, Couſin! Donna Louiſa! 

Low. Ev'n in his Devotions too, ſuch graceful 
Adoration-----ſo ſweet 

Hon. Couſin, will you go? 

Low. Pſhaw, time enough ----Prithee let's walk 4 
kutle this Way. 

Hen. What's the Matter with her? 


{ They wall from D. Lewis and Carlos. 
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47 
car. To what are we reſery'd! 

D. Lw., For no Good, I am afraid------my i 
Luck don't uſe to give over, when her Hand's in; 
ſhe's always in hafte---One Misfortune generally comes 
galloping in upon the Back of another------Drowni 
we have eſcap'd miraculouſly ; wou'd the Fear of 
Hanging were over too; our being ſo ſtrangely ſav'd 
from ene, ſmells damnably Rank of the other, Tho? 
1 am oblig'd to thee, Charles, for what Life I have, 
and I'll thank thee for't, if ever I ſet Foot upon my 
Eſtate again: Faith, I was juſt gone; if thou hadſt 
not taken me upon thy Back the laſt hundred Yards, 
by this Time 1 had been Food for Herrings and 
Mackarel-----Put it's pretty well as it is; for there is 
not much Difference berween Starving and Drowning 
— All in g-od Time----We are pcor enough on 
Confcience, and I don't know, but two Days more 
Faſting, might really make us hungry too, 

Low. They are Strangers then, and ſeem in ſome 
Neceſſity. [ AAde. 


Car. Theſe are light Wants to me, I find 'em none, 


| when weigh'd with Augelina's Loſs; when I reflect on 


ber Diſtreſs, the Hardſhips and the Cries of helpleſs 
Bondage; the infolent, the deaf Deſires of Men in 
Power: O! I cou'd wiſh the Fate that ſay'd us from 
the Ocean's Fury, in kinder Pity of our Love's Diſtreſs, 
had bury'd us in one Wave embracing, 

Lu. How tenderly he talks! This were indeed a 
Lover! [ Aſide. 

D. leu. A moſt unhappy Loſs indeed! but come, 
don't deſpair, Boy; the Snip that took us was a Por- 
tugueſe, of Lisbon too, I believe; who knows but ſome 
Way or other we may hear of her yet? 

Car. In that poor Hope I live- O thou dread 
Power ! ſtupendous Author of univerſal Being, and 
of thy wondrous Works, that Virgin-Wife, the Ma- 
ſter· piece, look down upon her 5 let the bright Vir- 

tue 
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mes of her untainted Mind, ſue for, and protect her; 
© let her Youth, her ſpotleſs Innocence, to which 
all Paſſages in Heaven ſtand open, appear befott 
+4 Throne diſtreſs'd, and meet ſome Miracle to fave 
Low. Who would not die, to be ſo pray'd for? [ A 

D. Lew. Faith, Charles, thou haſt pray'd | 

Tu fay that for thee; ſo that if any good Fortune wil 
us a Viſit, we are ready to receive her now, 
ſoon as ſhe pleaſes. Come, don't be melancholy. 

Car, Have 1 not Cauſe? Were not my Force 
Faith ſuperior to my hopeleſs Reaſon, I could nat 
bear the Inſults of my Fortune; bur I have rais'd my 
ſelf, by elevated Faith, as far above Deſpair, as 
Reaſon lifts me from the Brute. 

D. Lew. Why now, would not this make any one 
weep, to hear a young Man talk ſo finely, when he 
is almoſt famiſh'd ? 

Lou. What were you ſaying, Couſin? 


Hon. I wou'd have ſaid, Madam, but you wou'd 


not hear me. 

Low. Prithee forgive me, I was in the oddeft 
Thought; let's walk a little. I'll have him dogg d. 
(Afode.) Jags! ! (Whiſpers) What wart you ask'd 
me, Couſin 

Hon, The . of your Averſion to Don Manuel! 
you know he loves you. 

Low. I hate his Love. 

Hon. But why, pray? You know he's honourable, 
ſo is his Family; nor is his Fortune leſs : I ſhould 
think, the more deſirable, becauſe his Courage and 
his Conduct on the Seas have rais'd it; nay, with 
all this, he's extremely modeſt too. 

Low, Therefore, I might hate kim. 

Hon. For his Modeſty ? 

Low. Is any Thing ſo ſleepy, ſo flat, and inſup- 
porta-le, 2s a modeſt Lover: 
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Hon. Wou'd you bear Impudence in a Lover? 

Low. I don't know; it's more tolerable in the Man, 
than the Woman; and there muſt be Impudence on 
the one Side, before they can both come to a right 
Underſtanding, 

Hon. Why, what would you have him do? 

Low. That's a very home Queſtion, Couſin; but, 
if 1 lik'd him, I cou'd tell you. 

Hon. Suppoſe you did like him? 

Lox, Then I would not tell you. 

Hon, Why? 

Lox. Becauſe 1 ſhould have more Diſcretion. 

Hen. Bleſs me! ſure you would not de any Thing 
you would be aſham'd to tell? 

Low. That's true ; but if one ſhould, you know, 
'twould be ſilly to tell, No Woman would be fond 
of Shame, ſure. 

Hon. But there's no avoiding it in a ſhameful 
Action. | 

Low. Don't be ſo poſitive. 

Hon. All your Friends would ſhun you, point at you. 

Lou. And yet you ſee there's a World of Friendſhip 
and good Preeding among all the Women of Quality. 

Hen Suppoſe there be ? 

Lou. Why then, I ſuppoſe, that a great many of 
them are mightily hurry'd in the Care of their Re- 
putation. 

Hon. So you conclude, that a Woman doing an 
ll Thing, does herſelf no Harm, while her Repu- 
tation's ſafe. 

Low. It does not do her ſo much Harm; and, of 
two Evils, I'm always for chuſing the leaft. 

Hon. What need you chuſe either? 

Leu. Becauſe I have a vaſt Fortune in my own 
Hands, and love dearly todo what I have a Mind to. 

Hen. Why won't you marry then? 

Low. Becauſe then I muſt only do what my Hus band 

C has 
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has a Mind to; and I hate to be govern'd; On my 
Soul, I would not marry, to be an Enrglih Wife; 
not but the dear Jolting of a Hackney Coach, and 
an eaſy Husband, are ſtrange Temptations; but from 
the cold Comfort of a fine Coach with Spriogs, and 
a dull Husband with none, good Lord deliver me: 
But then, the Inſolence of ours, is inſupportable, be. 
cauſe the naſty Law gives em a Power over us, 
which Nature never deſign'd em. For my Part, 1 
had rather be in Love all Days of my Life, than 
marry. 

Hon. That is, you had rather bear the Diſeaſe, 
than have the Cure. 

Lou. Marriage is indeed a Cure for Love; bw 
Love's a Diſeaſe I wou'd never be cur'd of; there 


fore no more Phyſick, dear Couſin; no more Hu: ' 


bands ----- I hate your bitter Draughts----- Not but | 
am afraid I am a little feyeriſh ---- You'll think me 
mad. 

Hon. What's the Matter? 

Lou. Did you obſerve thoſe Strangers that haye 
walk'd by us? 

Hon. Not much, but what of them 

Low. Did you hear nothing of their Talk? 

Hon. Ithink I did; one of 'em, the younger, ſeem'd 
concern'd for a loſt Miſtreſs. 

Lou. Aye, but ſo near, ſo tenderly concern'd, hit 
Looks, as well as Words, ſpeaking an inward Grief, 
that could not low from the Reſult of every comme 
Paſſion: 1 muſt know more of him. 

Hon. What do you mean? 

1 ou. ----- Muſt ſpeak to him. 

Hen. By no means. 


in lone Necellity; ard ſince they ſeem not born 


Leu. W by, you fee they are Strangers, I cn 
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Hon. Conſider. 

Low. I hate it--- Sir --Sir 

D. Lew. Would you ſpeak with me, Madam » 

Lou. If you pleaſe, with your Friend ----- not te 
interrupt you, Sir. 

Car. Your Pleaſure, Lady? 

Low. You ſeem a Stranger, Sir, 

Car. A moſt unfortunate one. 

Low. If I am not deceiv'd, in Want: Pardon my 
Freedom -—-- if I have err'd, as freely tell me ſo; if 


not, as an Earneſt of your better Fortune, this Trifls 


ſues for your Acceptance, 

D. Lew. Take it, Boy. 

Car. A Bounty ſo unmerited, and from an Hand 
unknown, fills me with Surprize and Wonder: hut 
give me Leave, in Honeſty, to warn you, Lady, of 
a too heedleſs Purchaſe ; for if you mean it as the 
Bribe to any Evil you would have me practiſe, be 
not offended if I dare not take it. 

Lou, How aftably he talks! how chaſte! how in- 
nocent his Thoughts! he muſt be won! ( Aſide)---- 
You are too ſcrupulous; | have no hard Deſign upon 
your Honeſty ---- Only this-----Be wiſe and cautious, 
if you ſhould follow me; I am obferyd, facewel. 
Faques ! ----- . Will you walk, Couſin 2 ------ ( hiſpers 
Jaques)----- and bring me Word immediately- --- L am 
going Home. 

D. Lew. Let's ſee, Odſheart! follow her, Man- 
why, 'tis all Gold! ; 

Car. Diſpoſe it as you pleaſe, 


D. Lew. I'll firſt have a better Title to't ----- No, 
tis all thine, Boy ----- Ill hold an hundred Piſtoles 
ſhe's ſome great Fortune in Love with you----- | ſay, 


follow her ------- tince you have loſt one W ite betore 


you had her, I'd have you make ſure of another be- 
tore you loſe her. 


Car. Fortune, indeed, has diſpoſſeſs'd her of my 
C 2 Perſon 
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Perſon ; but her firm Title to my Heart, not all the 
ſubtle Ans or Laws of Love can ſhake or violate. 
D. Lew. Prithe follow her now ! methinks 1d © 
fain ſee thee in Bed with ſome Body before 1 die. 
Car. Be not ſo poor in Thought; let me entreat 
ou rather to employ em, Sir, with mine, in Scarch 
of Angelina's Fortun-., 
D. Lew. Well, dear Charles, don't chide me now. 
I do love thee, and I will follow thee. ¶Excunt. 


Enter Antonio and Charino. SCENE the Street. 


Ant. You hear what the Sailor ſaid, Brother, ſuch 
a Ship has put ia here, and {uch Perſons were taken 
in it. Therefore my Advice is, immediately to get 
a Warrant from the Government to ſearch and take 
em up where-ever we can find em. 

Cha. Sir, you muſt not tell me-----I won't be chous'd 
of my Daughter; I ſhall expect her, Sir; if not, 1'll 
take my Courſe; I know the Law. [ Walks about, fo 

Ant. You really had a great deal of dark Wit, Bro- } y 
ther; but if you know any Courſe better than a War- 
rant to ſearch for her, in the Name of W iſ-om, take 
it; if not, here's an Oath, and yours, and---how now, 
where's Cedy ?------oh, here he com $----- 

Enter Clodio ſearching his Pockets, 
How now ! What's the Matter, Boy: 


Clo. Aye, it's gone, ſplit me. Ge 
Ant. What's the Matter ? [ Lowder, 

Clo. The beſt Joint in Chriſtendom, a 
Ant. Cldy | 

Clo. Sir, I have loſt my Snuff- box. wal 
Ant. P ſhaw, a Trifle; get thee another, Man. 


Cle. Sir, tis not to be had - beſides, I dare not 
ſhew my Face at Paris without it. What do you think th: 
ker Grace will ſay to me? ple 

Cha. Well, upon {.cond Thoughts, I am content 
go ſearch, Cl. | 
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Clo. I have ſearch'd all my Pockets fifty Times 
over, to no purpoſe, 

Cha. Pockets! 

Clo. It's impoſſible to fellow it, but in Paris. 
I'll go to Pari, ſplit me. [ Aſade, 

Cha. To Faris ! Why you don't ſuppole my 
Daughter's there, Sir: 

Clio. | don't know but ſhe may, Sir; but I am 
ſure they make the beſt Joints in Europe, there. 

Cha. ]cims! <---- my Son-in-Law that ſhou'd ha' 


been, ſeems ſtrangely alter'd for the worſe, But come, 


let's to the Governor, 

Clo. I'll have it cry'd, Faith; or, if that won't do, 
odds, I have a lucky Thought; III offer thirty 
Piſtoles to the Finder, in the Paris Gazetre, in pure 
Compliment to the Favours of Madam la Dutcheſs de 
Mum. ll do't Faith, 

Ant. Come along, Cicdy. Ex. Ant. and Charino. 

Cle. Sir, 1 muſt look a little, I follow you pre- 
ſently; my poor pretty Box! Ah, Plague o' my Sea- 
Voyage. 

Enter a Servant haſtily with a Flambeas. 

Ser, By your Leave, Sir, my Maſter's coming ; 
pray, Sir, clear the Way. 

Clo, Ha! Why thou art pert, my Love; prithee, 
who is thy Maſter, Child; 

Ser. The valiant Don Duart, Sir; Nephew to the 
Governor of Lisbon. 


Clo. Well, Child, and does he eat every Man he 


meets ? 


Ser. No, Sir, but he challenges every Man that 
takes the Wall of him, and always ſends me before, 
to clear the Way. | 

Clo. Ha! a pretty harmleſs Humour that is? Is 
this he, Child You may look as ter;ible as you 
pleaſe, I muſt banter you, flux me, 

| [ Aſide, 
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Enter Don Duart, ſtalli.g up to Clodio. 
D. DA. Do you know me, Sir? 


Clo. Hey! ho! | Looks careliſiy on him, and gat: 


D. Du. Do you know me, Sir? 


3 f 

Clo. You did not ſee my Snuff. Box, Sir, did you? 
D. Du. Sir, in Lislen no Man asks me a Queſtion | 
coyer'd, (Strikes off Clody's Hat) Now you know me. 


Clo. Perfectly well, Sir, --------- Hi! hi! I like you | 
mightily-----you are not a Bully, Sir? 
D. Du. You are ſaucy, Friend, 


Clo. Aye, it's a Way 1 have, after I'm affronted-= | 
Thou art really the moſt extraordinary- ---umph---—» * 
that ever I met with! Now, Sir, do you know me, 


| 


[ Strikes him, and both draw, | 


iplit me? 
D. Du. Know thee! take that, Peaſant! 


Clo. I can't, upon my Soul, Sir; Allons ! now we 


ſhall come to a right Underſtanding. [They fight. 


Ser. Help! Murder! help! 

Cle. Zllons! to our better Acquaintance, Sir; A, 
hah! (D. Du. falls.) he has it! Never puſh'd better 
in my Life, never in my Life, ſplit me. 


Ser. O! my Maſter's kill'd! help ho! Murder! help! 


Clo. Hay ! why Faith, Child, that's yery true a. 

thou ſay ſt, and ſo the Devil take the Hindmoſt. 
[Exit Clodio. 
Enter Officers. 

ff. Off. How now! Who's that cries Murder? 

Ser. O, my Maſter's murder'd; ſome of you fol- 
low me, this Way he took! lets after him help! 
Murder! help! [Exh 

2d. Offi. Tis Don Duart. 

1/7, Offi. So, Pride has got a Fall; he has paid fort 
now; you have met with your Match, Faith, Sir. Come, 
lets carry the Body to the good Lady his Siſter Donna 


Fluirg ; you purſue the Murderer, I'll warrant him 


ome ciyil Gentleman ; ye need not make too much 
Haſte, | 


— 
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Haſte, for if he does ſcape, 'tis no great Matter 


Come along. Fxeunt with the Body. 


Enter Carlos and Don Lewis, fo/low 4 at ſome Diſtance 
by Jaques, and Bravoes, with a Chair. 

D. Leto. Come along, Charles, I'm ſure, tis ſhe, 
by their Deſcription ; "Sd if that brawny Dog, the 
Captain, has plaid her ſo foul Play, ſhe ſhan't want 
Ranſom, if all my Eſtate can purchaſe it. 


Car. Now Fortune guide us. [Exeunt. 
Jaques. That's he, the talleſt- - beſure you ſpare 
his Perſon ----- only force him into this Chair, and 


carry him as directed, 
1ſt. Bra, What muſt be done with the old Fellow? 


Jaques, We muſt have him too, Jeſt he ſh uld dog 
the other, and be troubleſome. If he won't come 


quietly, bring him any how----- Fe!low fully, we 
mall . em as they turn the Corner. 


A Noiſe of, Follow, & c. Enter Cludio i aſiily from the 
other Hide. 

Clo. Ah! Pox of their Noiſes! the Dogs have ſmelt 
me out! What ſhall I do? lt they take me, I ſhall 
be hang'd, ſplit me! ------ Ha! a Door open, Faith 
Ill in at a Venture. Exit. 
Re-enter Bravoes with Carlos in 4 Chair, ſome halling 

in Don Lewis, 

D. Lew. © my poor Boy Charles“ oa. — 

help! Murder! 

1ſt. Bra. Hold your Peace, Fool, if ood be well 
us'd. 

D. Lew. Sir, I will not hold my Peace; Dogs! 
Rogues! Villains! Help! Murder! 

if. Bra. Nay, then by your Leave, old Gentle- 
man ------ So, bring him along. 

D. Lew. Aw! aw! aw! (They gag him, and carry 

bim Head and Heels.) Exeunt. 


C 4 SCENE 


56 Loves makes a Man: Or, 


SCENE &4 Chamber, Elvira, and her Servants wuh 
Lights. 
Elv. 1s not my Brother come Home yet ? 
Ser. I have not ſeen him, Madam. 


Elv. Go and ſeek him; go all of ye every where | 
—-- I'll not r. | 'till you return; take away your 
Lights too; for my Devotions are all written in my 
Heart, and I ſhall read em there without a Taper. 

[ Exeunt Servants, 


Enter Clodio ftraling in. 
Co. Ah! poor Clody / what will become of thee? 
thy Condition, I'm afraid, is but very indifferent 


Follow'd behind! ftopp'd before! and beſet on both 


Sides! Ah! Poxo'my Wit! I muſt be bant:ring, muſt 
] ? But let me ſee! where am I! an odd Sort of an 


Houſe this all the Doors open, and no Body in it] | 


No Noiſe! no Whiſper ! no Dog ſtirring! 

leo. Who's that? | 

Cl». Ha! a Woman's Voice. 

Elv, What are you? Who waits there? Stephans“ 
Julia! 


Clo, Gadſo! 'tis the Lady of the Houſe ; ſhe can't 


ſee my unfortunate Face however. Faith, I'll een 
make her a graye Speech, tell her my Caſe, and beg 
her Protection. 

Elv. Speak! what are you? 

Clo. Madam, a moſt unfortunate young Gentleman. 

Elv. 1 am ſure you are a Man of moſt ill Manners, 
to preſs thus boldly to my private Chamber: W hither 
wou d you? What want you? 

Ce. Gracious Madam, hear me; I am a Stranger, 
moſt unfortunate, and my Diſtreſs has made me 
rudely preſs for your Protection; if you refuſe it, 
Madam, I am undone for ever by—— I ſay, Madam, 
I am utterl, undone! Twas coming, Faith! [4ſide. 

Elv. Alas; his Fear confounds him. What ist 
purſues you, Sir } 
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Clo. An Outery of Officers; the Law's at my Heels, 
Madam, tho' Juſtice I'm not afraid of, 

Ev. How could you offend the one, and not the 
other ? 

Clo. Being provok'd, Madam, by the Inſolence of 
my Enemy, in my own Defence, I juſt now left him 
dead in the Street, I am very young, Madam, and 
would not willingly be hang'd in a ſtrange Country, 
methinks; which 1 certainly ſhall be, unleſs your 
tender Charity protects me-----Gad, I have a rare 
Tongue, I have a rare Tongue, Faith! [4ſide. 

Elv. Poor Wretch, I pity him! 

Clo. Madam, your Houſe is now my only Sanctu- 
ary, my Altar, therefore | beg you, upon my Knees, 
Madam, take Pity of a poor bleeding Victim. 

Elv. Are you a Caſtilian? 

Ch. No, Madam, I was born in---in--- in--- What 
dye call'um - in --- 

Elv. Nay, I ask you not with Purpoſe to betray 
you ; were you ten thouſand times a Spaniard, the 
Nation we Fortugueſe moſt hate, in ſuch Diſtreſs, I 
yet would give you my Protection. 

Clo. May I depend upon you, Madam? am I ſafe? 

Elv. Safe as my Power, my Word, or Vow can 
make you : Enter that Door, which leads you to a 
Cloſet; ſhould the Officers come, as you expect, they 
owe ſuch Reverence to my Lodgings, they'll ſearch 
no further than my Leave invites em. 

Clo. D'ye think, Madam, you can perſwade 'em? 

Ely. Fear not, I'll warrant you; away! 

Clo. The Breath of Gods, and Eloquence of Angel-7. 
g0 along with you. [ Fx, 

Elv. Alas! who knows but that the Charity I afford 
this Stranger, perhaps, my Brother elſewhere may 
ſtand in Need of. How he trembles! I hear his Breath 
eome ſhort hither. Be of Comfort, Sir, once more 1 
give you wy ſolemn Promiſe for your Safety. 

155 C 5 Enter 
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Enter Sercaiit and Officers, with Don Duart's Body. 


Ser. Here, bring in the Body----O ! Madam, my * 
Maſter's kill'd, ; 
Elv. What fay'ſt thou? | 
Ser. Your Brother, Madam, my Maſter, young Don * 
Dwart's dead; he juſt now quarrell'd with a Gentile. | 
man, who unfortunately kill'd him in the Strect. 

Elv. Ah me! 

1/t. Offi. We are inform'd, Madam, that the Mur. 
derer was ſe-n to enter this Houſe, which made us 
preſs into it to apprehend him. 

Fly, Oh! | 

Str. Help, ho, my Lady faints. ; 

1ſt. Offi. Give her Air, ſhe'll recover. [ Clodio preps is. 

Clo. Hay! — why, what the Devil! am I ſafer than 
T would be, now ? ------ Exa&ly ------ I have nick d the 
Houſe to an Hair ----- Juſt ſo I did at Paris too, when 
1 took a Lodging at a Bailiff*s that had three Writs | 
againſt me------ This damn'd Cloſet too has ne'er a 
Chimney to creep out at----- Ah! poor Clay wound 
thou wert fairly in a Storm ar Sea again, for I am 
plaguily afraid thou wert not born to be drown'd. | 

Retire:. © 

Elv. Stand off, my Sorrows will have D ny ;0; 
my unhappy Brother! ſuch an End as this thy haughty 
Mind long ſince did propheſy ! and, to increaſe my 
Miſery, thy wretched Siſter wilfully muſt make a 
Breach of what ſhe has vow'd, or thou'fall unreveng'd. 
Revenge and Juſtice both ſtand knocking at my 
Heart, bur hoſpitable Faith has barr'd their Facrance; 
if I ſhoud give 'em Way, I am forſworn if not, am 
impious to a Brother's Memory, Is there no Means? 
no middle Path of Safety left? muſt I protect my 
Brother's Murderer ? or break a ſolemn Vow, on which! 
anther's Life depends: 
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Gov. Where's this unhappy Sight? —- Alas! he's 
gone paſt all Recovery. Reproof comes now too late. 

Elv. It ſhall be ſo; I'll take the lighter Evil of 
the two, and keep the folemn Vow to which juſt 
Heaven was Witneſs: The Wounds of Perjury never 
can be cur'd, but Juſtice may again o'ertake the Mus- 
derer, when no raſh Vows protect him. 

Gov. Take Comfort, Niece. 

Elu. O forbear; ſearch for the Murderer, and re- 
move the Body at your Diſcretion, Sir, to be interr'd, 
while 1 ſhut out the offenſive Day, and here in So- 
litude indulge my Sorrow; therefore 1 beg my near. (t 
Friends, and you, my Lord, for ſome few Days, io 
ſpare your charitable Viſits. 

Gov. I grieve for your Misfortune, Niece ; but 
ſince you'll have it ſo, we take our Leaves; fare- 
well ----- Bring forth the Body. [Hit. 

Clo. Hay ! what, are they gone away without me ? 
and by her Contrivance too-—Gadſo! 

Elv. Whoe'er thou art, to whom ['ve given Means 
of Life, to let thee ſee with what Religion 1 have 
kept my Vow, come fearleſs forth, while Nigitt's 
thy Friend, and paſs unknown. 

Clo. If this is not Love, the Devil's in't. [ Aſide. 

Elv. Fl; with thy utmoſt Speed, where | may aever 
ſee thee more. 

Clo. Aye, that's her Modeſty. T fide 

Elv. And let that charitable Faith thou haſt found in 
me, perſuade thee to atone thy Crime b, Penitence, 

Clo, Poor Soul, I may find a better Way to than 
thee for't, Hide. 

Elv. You are at the Door now, farewel forever. 

Clo. Which is as much as to ſay, What weu'd [ 
dire io ſ e you again: All in good Time, Chili---- 
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Dee 
ACT. IV. 


Enter D. Dvart in his Night-Goun, Surgeon, and Servant, 


D. Du. Al venture yet Abroad, Sir? 

V | Sur, V. ith Safety, Sir, your Wound was 
never dangerous ; though from your great Loſs of 
Blood, you ſeem'd a while without all >igns of Life. 

. Du. Sir, do you know if the Gentleman that 
wounded me, be in Cuſtody ? | 


Sur. He was never taken, Sir, nor known, that 1 


cculd hear of, 

D. Ju. I am forry for't; for could 1 find him, 
dich now ſhall be my earneſt Care, I would with 
real Services acknowledge him my beſt of Friends, 
in having proved ſo fortunate an Enemy; he has 
beſtow'd on me a ſecond Life, which, from a clearer 
Inſight of my ſelf, will teach me now to uſe it bettet 
too. How does my Siſter ſeem to bear my Fortune! 

Sur, | never knew the Loſs of any Friend lamented 
wich more Sorrow; ſhe ſuffers none to viſit her, nor 
is n: yet acquainted with your Recovery. 

D. D#. 1 would nct have her yet, nor any of my 
Friends; no Moiſture ſooner dries, than Womens 
Tears; and tho* 1 am apt to think my Siſter honeſt 
in h-r orrow, yet knowing her a Woman, ſtill l am 
reſolv'd to make a farther Tryal of her Virtue, 

Sur. Sir, You may command my Secrecy. 

P. Du. | thank you, Sir, 'twill oblige me Boy 

Cer. Sir. 

D. Du. Do you think you know again the Gentle- 
man that fought me? 

Sur. I believe 1 may, Sir. 


D. Du. 
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D. Du. I'd have you ſuddenly inquire him out; he 
ſeem'd, by his Deport, of France, or England; if ſo, 
you'll probably find him in ſome leud Houſe or other. 

Ser. Rather at Church, Sir; for no Body will ſuſpe& 
him there. 

D. Du. Seek him every where; Come, Sir, I wait 
on you. [ Exeunt.. 


The SCENE changes to Louiſa's Houſe. 


Don Manuel and Angelina. 


D. Ma. Now, Madam, let my hard Fortune teach 
you a little to endure your own. You ſce with what 
ſevere Neg] ct ſhe ſtill receives my humble Love; 
nothing I ſay, or do, has any Weight or Motion in 
her Thoughts for me. 

Ang. Youare too ditfident of your Fortune; I wou'd 
not have an honeſt Man deſpair; ſhe ſeem'd indeed, 
a little careleſs of you ----- you gave her no Offence, 
I'm confident, Se-, here ſhe comes; take Heed how 
you diſpleaſe her by an impatient Stay ------ Pray go; 
in the mean Time I'll think of you-----indeed 1 will. 

D. Ma. I am yours for ever-- - [| Exeunt ſeverally, 

Enter Louiſa and Jaques, Servants waiting. 

Lox. Were they both f i2'd? 

. Both, Madam, and will be here immediate- 
ly. I ran b:fore, to give your Ladyſhip Notice. 

Lou. You know my Orders; whenthey are enter'd, 
bar all the Doors, and on your Lives, let every one 
be mute, as I directed you----- I muſt retire a while, 

[ Exeunt. 

Enter Bravoes, who let Carlos out of the Chair, whils 
athers throw down Don Lewis gagg d and bound. 

Car. So Gentlemen, you find I'ye not reſiſted you 

--- but now pray let me know my Crime? why have 

jou brought me bither } where am I: if in Priſon, 

look 
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look in my Face, perhaps you have miſtaken- me 

for another. [Jaques holds wp his Lanthorn, nods, and 

Exit with the reſt. 

You ſeem to know me, Sir ------ All dumb, and va. 

niſh'd ; my Fortune's humorous, ſhe ſports with me, 
D. Lew. Aw! Aw! 


Car. V hat's here! a Fellow Priſoner! Who are cu! 


D. Lew. Aw! aw! 
Cay. Do you ſpeak no other Language ? 


D. Lew, Aw! aw! aw! [ Louder, 
Car, Nay, that's the ſame. 
D Lew. Oh! [Sighmng, 


Car. Poor Wretch! I am afraid he wou'd ſpeak if 
he cou'd. 


Re-enter Jaques and Servants, with Lights, who releaſe 


Don Lewis. 


Sure they think I walk in my Sleep, and won't / 


fpeak, for fear of waking me. 

D. Lew, Sir, your moſt humble Seryant; and now 
my Tongue's at Liberty, pray will you do me the 
Favour to ſhew me the Way Home again? 


What a Pox, are you all dumb? — [Exeunt mute. | 


Well, Sir, and pray what are ----- Charles! ah ! my 

dcar Boy ! [Kiſſes him. 
Car, My Uncle“ nay then, my Fortune has not 

quite forſaken me! How came you hither, Sir? 

D. Lew, Faith, like a Corpſe into Church, Boy, 
with my Heels foremoſt; but prithee how didſt thou 
come ? 

Car. You faw the Men that ſeiz'd us, they foxc'd 
me into a Chair, and brought me. 

D. Lew, ell, but a Pox plague 'em, what is all 
this for? what wou'd they have? 

Car. That we muft wait their Pleaſure to be in- 
form'd of ; they have indeed alarm'd my Reaſon, 
not my Confcignc:; that's ſtill at reſt, f. arleſs of any 
Danger, 

D. Low, 
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me D. Lew. The Sons of Whores won't ſpeak neither: 
Hey Day! what's to be done now? 
. Enter Jaques, and Servants with a Banquet, ine and 


ra. Lights. 
16, Car. More Riddles yet! I dream ſure. 

[Jaques compliments D. Lewis to take his Chair. 
u! D. Lew. tor me? Sir, your moſt humble Servant: 


[Sits.] Charts! fit down, Boy. 

Ha ! ba! ha! a Parcel of filly dumb Dogs! Is this 
er, all the Buſineſs ? Puppies! did they think I wow'd 

not come to Supper, without being brought Neck and 
wg, Heels to't ? 
if Car. Amazement all! What can it end in? 

D. Lew. Never trouble thy Head, prithee z Pox of 
ale Queſtions; fall to, Man ----- Delicate Food truly ----- 
Here Dumb! Prithee give's a Glaſs of Wine, to 
vet the Way a little: Come, Charles, here's, here's 
-----honeſt Dumb's Health to thee: [drinks] Dumb 's a 
very honeſt Fellow, Faith. [Claps Jaques on the Head. 


Car. What Harmony's this? . [4 Flouriſh. 
D. Lew. Rare Muſick indeed! let's eat and hear it. 
[ Muſick here. 


Mighty fine, truly ------ I have not made an heartier 
Meal a great while. 

[Here Jaques cf r5 4 Nizht-Gown and Cap to D. Lewis. 
well, and what's to do now, Lad? for me, Boy ? 
Odio! we lie lere, dy we 2 ----- mighty well, that again, 
Faith; (fer 1 wis juſt thinking to go Home, but that 
I had ne'er a Lodging: ) Nay, I always ſaid honeſt 
Dumb knew how te mike his Friends welcome 
Well, but it's Time en.,uyh yet, ſhan't we crack a 
Bottle firſt? Charles is melancholy. 

Jaques ſoa'es his Head. 

What! thab's as much as to ſay, if 1 won't go, I ſhall 
be carry d . Sir, yeur huible Servant; [Puts on 
the Gow...) Well, Charles, e Night, ſince they 
won't let me haye a Mind w ſtay any longer! I'd 
8¹⁰ 
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ive a Piftole tho', to know what this will come to 
b, come along. 
Car. I'm bury'd in Amazement --—- Why am 1 
buſy'd thus in Trifles, having ſo many nearer Th 
that wound my Peace Ha, more Muſick! I could 
almoſt ſay, twere welcome now. 


[1 SONG here; which enled, D. Lewis appears aboug,) | 

D. Lew. Se! at laſt I have gropd out a Window, 
that will let me into the Secret; Now, if any foul} 
Play ſhould happen, I am pretty near the Street too, © 


and can baul out Murder to the Watch 
But Mum! the Door opens! 
| Enter Louiſa. 
Hay! ah! what dull Rogues were we. not to ſuſped 


this before !-----Dumb's a ſly Dog; tis ſhe, Faith 


tum, dum, dum-----here will be fiae Work preſently, 
toll, dum, di, dum----- Now I ſhall ſce what Mettle 
my Boy's made cf, tum, dum, dum. 

Low. You ſeem amaz'd, Sir. 

Car. Your Pardon, Lady, if I confeſs it raiſes 
much my Wonder, why a Stranger, friendleſs, and 
unknown, ſhould meet, unmerited, ſuch Floods of 
Courteſy ? for, if 1 miſtake not, once this Day be 
fore, I've taſted of your Bounty. 

Les. I haye forgot that; but 1 confeſs I ſaw you, 
Sir, 

Car. Why then was 1 forc'd hither? If you reliev'd 
me only from a ſoft Compaſſion of my Fortune, you 
cou'd not think but ſuch Humanity might, on the 
lighteſt Hint, have drawn me to be grateful. 

Low. | own I cou'd not truſt you to my Fortune; I 
knew not but ſome other might have ſeen you 
beſide, methought you ſpoke leſs kind to me before. 

Car. f my poor Thanks were offer'd in too plaina 
Dreſs, (as I confeſs, I'm little practis'd in the Rules 
of grac'd Behaviour) rather think me ignorant, than 
rude, and pity what you cannot pardon, 


Low 
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Lou. Fye! you are too modeſt how cou'd you charge 
your ſelt with ſuch a Thought? I ſcarce can think 
"tis in your Nature to be rude ----- at leaſt to our 
Sex. _ 
Car. 'Twere more unpardonable there. 

Low. Nay, now you are too ſtrict on the other 
side; for there may happen Times, when That the 
World calls Rudeneſs, a Woman might be brought to 
pardon ; Seaſons, when even Modeſty were Ignorance 

ay be ſeated, Sir. nay, I'll have it {0----- I fay, 
ometimes too much Reſpect (pray be nearer, Sir] 
were moſt offenſive; Suppoſe a Woman were reduc'd 
to offer Love, her Pains of Shame are inſupportable; 
and ſhou'd ſhe call that Lover rude, who, kindly 
conſcious of her u iſhes, bravely reſolves to take, and 
faves her Modeſty the Guilt of giving* Suppoſe your 
ſelf the Man fo lov'd, wh: re cou'd you find, at ſuch 
a Time, Excuſes for your Mudeſty ? 

Car. 'f 1 cou'd love again, my Eyes wou'd tell her; 
if not, I ſhou'd not caſily believe; at leaſt, in Man- 
ners, wou'd not { em ro underſtand her. 

Low. Alas! you have too poor a Senſe of Woman's. 
Love. Think you we have no Invention? You woud 
not underftand her! how wou'd you avoid it? when 
en her ſlighteſt Look wou d ſpeak too plain for that 
Excuſe; if not, ſhe'd ſtill proceed Thus g ntly 
ſteal your Hand, and ſigh, and preſs it to her Heart, 
and dh n look wiſhing in your Eyes, till Love him- 
ſelt ſhot forth, and wak'd you to Compaſſion. | 

Car. Amazing! can ſhe be the Creature ſhe de- 
feribes ? 

Low. O! they have ſuch ſubtle Ways to ſteal into a 
Lover's Heart ; nay, if ſhe's reſolute, not all your 
Strength of Modeſty can guard you ; ſhe'd preſs you 
till with plainer, ſtronger Proofs; her Life, her 
Fortune, ſhou'd be yours: For where a Woman loves, 
fuch Gifts as theſe are Trifles; thus, like the lazy Mi- 

nutes, 
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nutes, wou'd ſhe ſteal em on; which once but paſt, 
are quite forgotten, Loves him Jeweh, 
Car. Is't poſſible! can there be ſuch a Woman: 
Lou. Fye! | cou'd chide you now; you wou'd not 
fure be thought ſo flow of Apprehenſion! 


Car. I wou'd not willingly be thought ſo vain, or | 


ſo uncharitable, to ſuppoſe there could be ſuch a one. 

Low. Nay, now you force me to forſake my Sex, 
and tell you plain - I cannot ſpeak it yet you 
muſt know-----But tell me, muſt 1 needs bluſk to 
own a Paſſion that's ſo tender of you? I am this Crea. 


I 


* 


ture ſo reduce d for you, and all you've ſeen ſuppoſed, 
was natural, all but the ſoft Reſult of growing Love | 
---=---. Why are you ſtill thus fix d, and ſilent? what 


iS't you fear? 

Car. Monſtrevs! [ 4/ide, and riſing, 

Tou. W hat is't you ſtart at? 

Car. Nut for your Beauty, tho' T confeſs you fair 
w a Perfection, compleat in all that may engage the 
Eye: But when that Beauty fades, (as Time leaves 
none unviſited) what Charm ſhall then ſecure my 
Love? Your Riches? no-------an honeſt Mind's above 
the Bribes of Fortune: For tho' diſtreſs'd, a Stranger, 
and in Want, I thus return em thankleſs: Be modeſt, 
and be virtuous, |*'Il admire you; all good Men will 
adore you, and when your Beauty, and your Fortune 
are no more, will ſtill deliver down your Name re- 
ver'd to Ages: But while you thus enſlave yaur ge- 
nerous Reaſon to ſo intemperate a Folly, your very 
Nature ſeems inverted + Cou'd you but one Moment 
calmly lay it by, you'd find ſuch a vile Indignity to 
your Sex, as Modeſty could never pardon. 

Lou. If I appear too free a Lover, and talk beyond 
the uſual Courage of my Sex, forgive me; I'll be 2. 
gain the fearful, ſoftening Wretch, that you'd have 
me: My Wiſhes ſhall be dumb, unleſs my Eyes maj 
{peak em; or if I dare to touch your Hand, it 
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de gently trembling, and unperceiy'd as Air; nay, 
fd, and filent as your Shade, l'll watch whole 
Winter Nights content, and liſtening to your Slum- 
bers: 1s this Intemperance ? for Pity ſpeak, for J 
confeſs your hard Reproofs have ſtruck upon my 
Heart! O! ſay you will be mine, and make your own 
Conditions. If you ſuſpect my Temper, bind me by 
the moſt ſacred Tye, and let my Love, my Perſon, 
and my Fortune, lawfully be yours. 

Car Take heed! conſider yet, if ev'n this Humi- 
lity be not the Off-ſpring of your firſt unruly Paſſion: 
But ſince at leaſt it carries ſomething a better Claim 
to my Concern, [I'll be at once ſincere, and tell you, 
tis impollible that we ſhould ever meet in Love. 

Low. mpoſſible! Ol why ? 

Car. Eecauſe my Love, my Vows, and Faith, are 
piven to another: Therefore, ſince you find 1 dare 
be honeſt, be early wiſe, and now releaſe me to my 
Fortune. 

Low. I cannot part with you! 

Car. You muſt; I cannot with my Reaſon - 
Pray let me paſs! Why do you thus hang upon my 
Arm, and ſtrain your Eyes, as if they had Power to 
hold me ? 

Low. Ungrateful! Will you go? Take Heed! for 
you have prov'd J am not Miſtreſs of my Temper. 

Car. I ſee it, and am ſorry, but needed not this 
Threat to drive me; for ſtill I dare be juſt, and force 
my ſelf away, [Exit Carlos, 

Low, O Torture ! left! refus'd ! deſpis'd ! Have 1 
thrown off my Pride for this? O! inſupportable !----- 
If I am not reveng'd, may all the ---- well. 

[ Walks diſorder'd. 

D. ew. W hat a Pox, are all theſe fine Things come 
to nothing then: - Poor Soul! ſhe's in a great Heat 
truly ---- Ah! filly Rogue !---- now could I find in my 
Heart to put her into good Humour again ---- I haye 
a great 
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a great Mind, Faith ----- Odd! ſhe's a Hummer! 
A ſtrange Mind, I han't had ſuch a Mind a grey 
while---Hay ! aye! I'll do't Faith if ſhe does bur ſtay 
now; ah! if ſhe does but ſtay! | As he is getting from 
the Balcony, Louita is /reaking to Jaques, | 

Lou. Who waits there? 

Ent:r Jaques, 
Where's the Stranger ? 

Faq. Madam, I met him juſt now walking haſtily 
about the Gallery. | 

Low. Are all the Doors faſt? 

Jag. All barr'd, Medam. 

Ion. Put our ail the Lights too, and on your Live 
let no one ask or anlwer him to any Queſtion : Bu 
beyouſti.l n ar to obſerve him. 

Ah! Den Lewis drops down. 

D. Lew. Odlo! my Back 

Low. Bleſs me, who's this? what are you! 

D. Lew. Not above fifty, Madam. 

Low. Whence come you ? what's your Buſineſs? 

D. ew. Finiſhing, 

Low, ho ſhew'd, who brought you hither? 

D. Lew. umb, honeft umb. 

Low. Will you be gone, Sir? I have no Time 1 
fool away. | 

D. Lew. Yes, but vou have; what! don't I know! 

Low. Pray, Sir, who! what is't you take me for! 


D. Lew, A d licate Piece of Work truly, but d 
finiſh'd; you underſtand me, 


Lou, You are Mad, Sir. 

D. Lew. I ſay, don't you be modeſt , for there art 
Times, do you ſee, when ev'n Modeſty is Ignoranc, 
(pray be ſeated, Madam-----nay, I'll have it ſo) ab! 

Sits down, and mimicks her Behaviour to Carlos 

Low, Confuſion ! have I expos'd my ſelf to eh: 
Wretch too! ----- had Witneſſes of my Folly — naf, 
1 d:ſerye it. [Stands mult. 
D. Leu. 


[ Exit Jaques 
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D. Lew. So! ſo! | ſhall bring her to Terms pr ſent- 
Jy---—you have a oridet preity Jew Is her, Madam 
--- ay, th. ſe now-----thef- are a Couple of fin: large 
Stones truly; but where a Woman loves, ſuch Gifts 
as theſe ar: Triff s. [ Armicks again. 


lou. inſupport:ble! within there ! 


ves 


ies 


Ent r Servants and Bravoes. 

D. Lew. Hay! [Riſing, 

Ser. Did your Ladyſhip call, Madam? 

D. Lew. 1 don't like her Looks, Faith. [ Aſide. 

Leu. Here, take this Fool, It kim be gagg'd, ty'd 
Neck and Heels, and lock'd into a Garret ; away 
with him. 

D. Lew. Dumb! Numb ! help, Dumb! ſtand 
me, Dumb! A Pox of my finiſhing, Aw! aw! 

[They gary him, and carry him off. 

Lou. The Inſolence of this Feol was more provo- 
king, than the other's Scorn; but 1 ſhall yet find ways 
to meaſure my Revenge. [Exit Louiſa. 

Re-enter Carlos is the Dark, 

Car. What can this evil Woman mean me ? the 
Doors all barr'd ! the Lights put out! the Servants 
mute, and ſhe, with Fury in her Eyes, now ſhot re- 
gardleſs by me: I wou'd the worſt wou'd ſhew it 
&If, Ha! yonder's a Light, III follow it, and provoke 
my Fortune. Exit. 

The SCENE changes to another Room. 
Angelina with a Light. 

Ang. I cannot like this Houſe, for now, as going 
tomy Reſt, my Ears were 'larum'd with the Cries of 
one that call'd for Help: l've ſeen ſtrange Faces too, 
that carry Guilt and Terror in their Looks; and yet 
the Officer that plac'd me here, appear'd of honeſt 
Thoughts---What can this mean ! No matter what, 
lince nothing, but the Loſs of him I love, can worſe 
befall me! - Hark, what Noiſe! is the Door faſt? 
Ab! X [going to ſhut it. 

Re- 
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Re-enter Carlos, and Jaques liſtening. 

Car. Ha! another Lady! and alone! 

Ang. Heavens, how 1 tremble! 

Car. Sure, by her Surprize, ſhe is not of the other' 
Counſel ------- Pardon this Intruſion, Lady, I ama 
Stranger, and diſtreſs'd, be not diſmay d; I have ng 
ill D. ſigns, unleſs to beg your charitable Afliſtance, 
be offenſive. 

Ang. Ha! that Voice! [ Amarx'l, 

Car. Save me, ye Powers! and give me Strength u 
bear this inſupportable Surprize of ruſhing Joy. 

Ang. My Carlos — oh! 

Car. Tis ſhe! my long loſt Love, my living 4s 


gdina. { Embraces her, 
Faq. Say you ſo! Sir! this ſhall to my Lady. 
[Exit Jaques, 


Ang. O! let me hold you ever thus, leſt Fate again| 


ſhould part us. 
Car. Twas D:ath indeed to part, but from ſo hard 
a Separation, thus again to meet, is Life reſtor'd; it 


draws whole Years to Hours, and we grow old with | 


Joy in Moments, 
Ang. O! | were happy, bleſs'dabove my Sex, coul 


but my plain Simplicity of Love deſerve your kin 
Endearments. 

Car. Ist poſſible] thou Miracle of Goodneſs, thu 
thou canſt thus forget the Miſery, the Want, the 
Ruin my unhappy Love has brought thee to? Trul 
me, that ſtormy Thought has clouded ey'n the ver 
Joy I had to ſce thee. 

Enter Jaques and Louiſa at a Diſtance. 

Faq. There they are; from hence your Ladyſhy 

may Har 'em. 


Jou. Lrave me. [Exit Jaques, and Lou. liſten 


Ang. | cannot bear to fee you thus: For my Sakt 
don't deſpond ; for while you ſeem in Hope, | ſhal 
eali], be cheertul, 

Car. 


— 
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Car. O ! thou engaging Coftneſs! thy Courage has 
rviv'd me; no, we'll not deſpair; the Guardian 
Power that hitherto has ſay'd us, may now, with leſs 

nce of Providence, protect and fix us happy. 

Low, Ha! ſo near acquainted----- "Behind, 

Car. And yet our Sate ty bids us part this Moment: 
How came you hither ? 

Ang. The Officer that made me Captive, prov'd a 


worthy Man, and plac'd me here, as a Companion 
to the Lady Of this Dwelling. 


Car. Ha! to what End! 

Ang. He ſaid, to be the Advocate of his ſucceſsle(s 
Love; for he confeſs'd he woo'd her honourably, 

Car. Is't poſlible? Is there a Wretch fo curs'd as 
mong Mankind, to be her honourable Lover? 

Lou. So. [ In Anger. 


Car. Take Heed, my Love, avoid her as a Diſeaſe 
to Modeſty, 


Lou. Very well. 


Car. Oh! I have a ſhameful Tal- to tell thee of her 


Intemperance, as wou'd ſubject her even to thy 
Loathing. 


Low. Infolent!----- well. 

Ang. You amaze me; pray what was it. 

Car. This is no i ime to tell; I had forgot my Dan- 
ger: Let it ſuffice, the Doors are barr'd againſt me; 
now, this Moment I am a Priſoner to her Fury, if 
thou canſt help me to any Means of Safety, or Eſcape, 
ask me no Queſtions, but be quick, and tell me. 

Ang. Now you frighten me; but here, through my 
Apartment, leads a Paſſage to the Garden, at the lower 
End you'll find a Mount; if you dare drop from thence, 
I'll mew you: But can't you ſay when | may hope 


again to ſee you? 


Car, About an Hour hence be walking in the Gar- 
den, ready for your Eſcape ; for it 1 live, I'll come 


provided wich the Means to make it ſure ---- Now I 
dare thank thee, Fortung. Arg 
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Ang. You will not fail. 

Car. |f | ſurvive, depend on me; 'till when, may 
Heaven ſupport thy Innocence. 

Ang. Follow me----- [ Exeunt haftily, 

Low. Are you ſo nimble, Sir? Who waits there! 


[Enter Jaques] Run, take Help, and top the Stranger; 


he is now making his Eſcape through the Garden; 
ly. Exit Jaques. 
Love and Revenge, like Vipers, gnaw upon my Quiet, 
and 1 muſt change their Food, or leave my Being; 
though I cou d bear ev n the low Contempt he has 
thrown on me, could it but wooe him to the leaſt Re- 
turn of Love; but I would bear again ten thouſand 
Racks, rather than confeſs this Dotage : No, if I 
forego a ſecond Time that dear Support, my Pride, 
may I become as miterabl- as the W retch that deſtind 
Fool he doats on. Ha! ſhe is return d yonder ſhe 
paſſes; with what aſſur d Contentment in her Looks! 
how packs the Thing is ----- (trangely impudent 


. ſure! the ugly Creature thinks I won't ſtrangle 
her. 
Now, have ycu brought him? [ Enter Jaques, 


Jaq. Madam, we made what Haſte we cou'd, but 
the Gent!eman reach'd the Mount before us, and 
eſcapd ov-r the Garden Wall. 

Lou. Eſcap'd, Villain! durſt thou tell me ſo? 

Faq. If your Lady ſhip had call d a little ſooner, we 
had taken him. 

Who the D vil is this Stranger? | Afeds, 

Lou. Focl that I am, I betray my {If to my own 
Servants ----- Well, *tis no Matter, bid the Bravoes 
May, 1 have Directions for em; go. [Exit Jaques, 
He has not left me hopel ſs yet; an Hour hence he 
has promis'd to be here again; and if he ke ps his 
Word, (as I've an odious Cauſe to fear he will) he 
yet, at leaſt in my Reyenge, ſhall prove me Woman. 
[Exit Low 
SCENE 


- 


- 
| — a 


= rie KF mt 


W 
of 
bel 


The FOr Fortune. 73 


| SCENE the Street. 


Enter P. Duart d iſguis d, with a Servant. 
D. Du. Where did you find him 
Ser. Hard by, Sir, at an Houſe of civil Recreation; 
| * he's now coming forth; that's he. 
Enter Clodio. 
D. Da. I ſcarce remember him, I wou'd not wil- 
lingly miſtake ----- I Il obſerve him. 
Clo. So! now if I can but pick up an hon | Fel- 
low, to crack one healing Bottle, | think 1 ſhall fi- 
niſh the ay as ſmartly as the Grand Ceignior 
Hold, let me ſee, what has my hafty Refreſhment coſt 
me here? ---- umb umb umb (counts hi Me- 
4 ney] ſeven Piſtoles, by Jupiter ; why what a plaguy 
* Income this Jade muſt have in a Week, it ſhe's thus 
paid by the Hour? 
* D. Ds. Tis the ſam-; leave m-. [Exit Servant, 
Your Servant, Sir. 
Clo, . . . Sir----- your humble Servant. 
D. Du. Pardon a. Stranger's Freedom, Sir; but 
when you know my Buſineſs ----- 
4 Clo, dir, if you'll take a Botile, I ſhall be proud 
of your Acquaintance; and if | don't do your Buſiueſs 
before we part, III knock under the Tabl. 
D. Du. Sir, I ſhall be glad to drink with you, but 
at preſent am incapable of ſitting tot. 
T_ Clo. Why then, ir, you ſhall only drink as long 
as you can ſtand; well have a Bottle here, Sir, ----- 
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= Hey, Madona----- [Cal; at the Door. 
— D. Du. A very frank humour'd Gentleman; I'll 
"te know him farther I preſume, Sir, you are not of 
bis Portugal ? 

he Cl, No, Sir, I am a kind of a ----- what d'ye 
* callum ----- a Sort of a Here - and thercian; I 


am a Stranger no where, 
NZ v * 
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D. Da. Have you travell'd far, Sir? 
Clo. My Tour of Europe, or fo, Sir ---—- dangled 
about a little; I came this Summer from the Jubilee, 

D. Du. Did you make any Stay there, Sir? 

Clo, No, Sir, 1 only call'd in there at the Salva 
tion Office, juſt bought an Annuity of Indulgences 
for Life; got an Aſſurance for my Soul; lay with a 
Nun, flux'd, and fo came Home again. 

Enter Servants with ine. 
So! fo! here's the Wine! Come! Sir, to our better 
Acquaintance ------ Faith I like you mightily ----.- 
Allons! mon Cher Baiſe donc! [ Kiſſes, drinks, 
Morbleu ! b eſt du Bon Vin! Allons enchre hey ! Vive La. 
mour Quand Iris, &c. [ Sings, 

D. Du. 1 find, fir, you have taken a Taſte of all the 
Countries you have travell'd through; but | preſume 
your chief Amuſement has lain among the Ladies: 
You far'd well in France, I hope, 

Cio. Yes Faith, as far as my Pocket would go: But 
the Devil a Stroke without it : No Money, no Made 
moiſelle: No Ducat, no Dutcheſs; no Piſtole; no Prin- 
ceſs By the Way, let me tell you, Sir, your Lisbonits 
are held up at a pretty ſmart Rate too ----- I was forc'd 
to come down to the Tune of ſeven Piſtoles here 
A Man may ke:p a Pad of his own, cheaper than he 
can ride Poſt, ſplit me: But, a Pcx on em, it's no 
Wonder the Jades are ſq ſaucy in a Country where 
there are ſo many Swarms of unmarry'd Friars, 
Monks, and brawny Jeſuits: The Game may well be 
ſcarce, Faith, where there are ſo many canonical 
Poachers. Now, Sir, in Fxglan/, where your Gowls 
and Call.cks are honeſtly marry d, the right Women 
are as cheap as Mack. rel---Gad, Sir, I have taken you 
faſting Velvet Scarf out of the Side-Box th re, and 
the Jade has jump d at a Beef-ſtake and a Bottle; nay, 
ſom:times at Ccach-hire, and a ſingle Glaſs of Cinn+ 


mon even Piſtoles! unconſcionable! Odſheart, 
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in London now, for half the Sum, a Man might have 
pickt up the three firſt Rows of the Middle Gallery. 

D. Du. I find, Sir, you know England then. 

Clo. Aye, Sir, and every Woman there that's worth 
knowing, from honeſt Betty Sands, to the Counteſs of 

: Yes, Sir, 1 do know London pretty well, 
and the Side-box, Sir, and behind the Scenes, aye, and 
the Green Room, and all the Girls and Women-AR- 
reſſes there, Sir ----- Sir, I was a whole Winter thers 
the particular Favourite of the giggling Party --—— 
Come, Sir, if you pleaſe, here s Miſs Rigg'es Health 
to 

D. Du. Pray, Sir, how came you ſo well acquaint- 
ed there? 

Clo. Why, Sir, I firſt introduce d my ſelf with a 
ſingle Pinch of Bergamot; the next Night | preſented 
'em a Box full; next Day came to Rehearſal; in a 
Week I defird 'em to uſe my Name whenever they 
pleas d, for what the Chocolate-Houſe afforded 
upon this, I was choſ.n Valentine, if I don't miſtake, 
to about eleven of em; and in three Days more, IL 
think, it coſt me fifty Guineas in Gloves, Knots, 
Heads, Fans, Muffs, Coffee, Tea, Snuff-box s, Oran- 
gerie, and Chocolate. | 

D. Da. But, pray Sir, were you as intimate ag 


— 


both Play-houſes ? 


Clo. No, ſtre:ch em! at the New-Houſ they are 
ſo us'd to be Queens and Princ fl s, and are fo oft n 
in their Airs-Royal, forſooth, that l gad! there's no 
reaching one of their Copper-tails th re, without a 
long Pole, or a Settlement; ſplit m. 

D. Du. But I woud r, Sir, that in a Ccuntry {6 
fam'd for handſome Women, the Men ar (o gene- 
rally blam'd for their ſcandalous Uſige fem. 

Clo, O damn'd ſcandatous, ir —— thy uſe their 
Miſtreſſes as bad as their + ivee, Faith : re!! veu 
What, Sir, I knew a Citizen's Dauzuter there, tat 
| D 2 an 
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ran away with a Lord, who in the ficſt ſix Months 
of her Preferment, never ſtirr'd out, but ſhe made 
the Ladies cry at her Equi page; and about eight 
Months after, I think, one Morning reeling pretty 
early into a certain Houſe in the Savoy, 1 found the 
If fame, caſt off, ſolitary Lady, in a Room with 
are Walls, dreſſing her dear, pretty Head there, ig 
the corner Bit of a |.ooking-glaſs, prudently ſuppart. 
ed by a Quartern-Brandy-pot, upon the Head of ag 
| ſter barrel. 

D. Du. I find few Miſtreſſes make their Fortune 
there ; but pray, Sir, among all your Adventures, 
has no particular Lady's Merit encourag'd you to ad 
Vance your own by Marriage? 

Clo. Sir, | have been ſo near Marriage, that my 
Wedding-Day has been come, but it never was oper 
yet; ſplit me. 

Du. How fo, Sir? 

Clo, Why, the Prieſt, the Bride, and the Dinner, 
were. all ready dreſs'd, Faith; but before I cou d fall 
to, my elder Brother, Sir, comes in with a damm 
long Stride, and a tharp Stomach ------- faid a ſhon 
Grace, and--- whipp*'d her up like an Oyſter. 

D. Da. You had ill Fortune, Sir. 

Clo. Sir, Fortune is not much in my Debt, for you 
muſt know, Sir, tho” | loit my Wife, I have eſcaped 
hanging ſince here in Lisbos. 

D. D. That I know you have; be not amaz'd, 
Sir, 

Clo, Hay! what the Devil! have I been all this 
while treating an Officer, that has a Warrant agaialt 
me ----- Pray, Sir, if it be no Offence way | 
beg the Favour to know who you are? 

D. Du. Let it ſuffice I own my ſelf your Friend 
am your Debtor, Sir; you fought a Gentlemap 
the call d Don Duart ----- I knew him well; he was 


a proud iaſuling Fellow, and my mortal Foe ; but 
yo 
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kill'd him, and I thank you; nay, I ſaw you 
Þ it fairly too; and for the Action, I deſice you 
will command my Sword or Fortune, 

Clo. Pray, Sir----is there no Joke in all this? 

D. D. There, Sir; the little All I'm Maſter of, 
may ſerve at preſent to convince you of my Since- 
rity: L ask for no Return, but to be inform'd how 1 
may do you farther Service, [Gives him a Purſe, 

Clo. Sir, your Health ----- Il give you Information 
preſently. [Drinks ] Pray, Sir, do you know the 
Gentleman's Siſter that I fought with? that is, do you 
know what Reputation, what Fortune ſhe has? 

D. Du. I know her Fortune to be worth above 
welve thouſand Piſtoles; her Reputation yet unſullyd: 
But pray, Sir, why may you ask this ? 

Cl. Now, I'll tell you, Sir ----- twelve Thouſand 
Piſtoles, you ſay! 

D. Du. I ſpeak the leaſt, Sir. 

Clo. Why, this very Lady, after I had kill'd her 
other, gave me the Protection of her Houſe; hid 
me in her Cloſer, while the Officers that brought in 
the dead Body, came to ſearch for me; and, as ſoon 
28 their Backs were turn'd, poor doul! hurr'yd me 
out at a private Door, with Tears in her Eyes, Faith ! 
Now, Sir, what think you ? Is not this Hint broad 
enough for a Man to make Love upon ? 

D. Du. Confuſion! | 

Clo; Look you, Sir, now, if you dare, give me a 
Proof of your Friendſhip; will you do me the Favour to 
carry me a Letter to her ? 

D. Dx. Let me conſider, Sir---Death and Fire! is all her 

Height of Sorrow but diſſembled then: A proſtitute, 

n to the Man ſuppos'd my Murderer! I it be true, the 

Conſequence is ſoon reſolvy'd---- but this requires my 

farther Search---- May I depend on this for Truth, vir ? 

Clo. Why, Sir, you don't ſuppoſe Id banter a Lady 
Quality? 


ef her 
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D. Du. Damnation! Well, Sir! I'll take your Let 
rer; but firſt let me be well acquainted with my Errand, 
Cle. Sir, 1'll write this Moment; if you pleaſe, 
we'll ſtep into the Houſe here, and finiſh the Buſineſi 
ever another Bottle, | 

D. Du. With all my Heart, 

Clo. Allows! Entres. [E xothy, 
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Elvira diſcover d alone in Monrning, a L ber, 
Dos Duart enters behind, ud ” 


D. Du. 5 H Us far 1 am paſs'd unknown to any d 

the Servants ------ now for the Proof of 
what 1 fear--- Ha! yonder ſhe is This cloſe Retire 
ment, thoſe ſable Colours, the folemn Silence tha 
attends her, no Friends admitted, nor ev'n the Day 
to viſit her: Theſe ſeem to ſpeak a real Sorrow; 1 
not, the Counterfeit is deep indeed I'll fathomit 
----- Madam ----- 


El, Who's there? another Murderer ! where are 


my Servants? will nothing but my Sorrows wait upon 
me? 

D. Du. Your Pardon, Lady; I have no evil Mea 
ing; this Letter will inform you of my Buſineſs, and 
excuſe this rude Intruſion. 


Elv. For me! whemce comes it, Sir? 


D. Dx. The Contents, Madam, wilt explain to yol 


----- She ſeems amaz'd! looks almoft thro' the Letter 
----- 1 ſhould ſuſpect this Stranger had bely'd her, but 
that he gave me ſuch convincing Circumſtances 
Ha! ſhe pauſes! S'death! a Smile too ---- 1 fear het 
neowW-ñ] 
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Flv. My Prayers are heard; Juſtice at length has 
overta'en the Murderer : His vow'd Protection having 
been ſtrictly paid, I now unperjur'd may revenge my 
Brother's Blood. It lies on me, if | neglect this fair 
Occaſion : But *twere not ſafe to ſhew my Thought; 
therefore, to be juſt, I muſt diſſemble, [ ſide, 
] ask your Pardon for my Rudeneſs, Sir; upon your 
Friend's Account, you might, indeed, have claim'd 
a better Welcome, 

D. Da, So! then ſhe's damn'd, I find (Aſide.) Nut 
I'll have more, and bring 'em Face to Face, My 
Friend, Madam, thought his Viſits would be unſea- 
ſonable, before the ſad Solemnity of your Brothes's 
Funeral. 

Elv. A needleſs Fear ! My Brother, Sir! Alas, I 
owe your Friend my Thanks, for having eas'd our 
Family of fo ſcandalous a Burthen! A riotous unman- 
nerd Fellow; 1 bluſh to ſpeak of him. 

D. Du. O] Patience! Patience! [ Afade, 

Elv. Pray let him know, his Abſence was the real 
Cauſe of this miſtaken Mourning :. 'Tis true indeed, 
T give it out 'tis for my Brother's Death; but W o- 
mens Hearts and Tongues, you know, muſt not al- 
ways hold Alliance; you'd think us fond and forward, 
ſhould not we now and then diſſemble. 

D. Da. How ſhall | forbear her ? [ Aſide. 

Elv. I grow impatient till he's wholly mine ——— 
to Morrow ! tis an Age! ll make him mine to Night 
--=- l' write to him this Minute -- --- Can vou have 
Fatience, Sir, till 1 prepare a Letter for you? 

D. Du. You may ccmmand me, Madam. 


Elv, III diſpatch immediately ----- will you walk, 
this Way, Sir? 
D. Du. Madam, I wait on you ----- Revenge and 
Daggers 
Ex unt. 
D 4 The 
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The SCENE Loviſa's Hoaſe. 


Louiſa and Jaques. 


Low. Is the Lady ſeiz'd ? 
Jo. Yes, Madam, and half dead with the Fright. 
Tn. Let 'em be ready to produce her, as | directed 
When the Stranger's taken, bring me immediate No- 
tice; dis near his Time, away. [Exit 7 
Fad he not lov'd another, methinks I could have 
born this Uſage, ſat down alone content, and found 
a ſecret ! leaſure in complaining ; but to be _—_ 
for a Girl, a ſickly, poor, unthinking Wretch, 
capable of Love! that! that ſtabs home! Tis Foy 
ſon to my Thoughts, and ſwell; em to Revenge! My 
Rival! no! the ſhall never triumph ! Hark! what 
Nuiſe! they have him ſure ! but now! 
Hater Jaques. 
7a. Mad am, the Gentleman is taken. 
L.. Bring him in- -Revenge, | thank thee now. 
Enter Bravoes with Carlos diſarm'd. 
So, Sir! you are return'd, it ſeems ; you can love 
then! You have an Heart, I find, tho' not for met 
Perhaps you came to ſeck a worthier Miſtreſs 1 
would be uncharitable to diſappoint your L ove — 
III kelp your Search: If ſhe be here, be ſure bes 
fafe ----- Open that Door there 


Enter more Fravoes with Angelina, an Handkerchief 0 
ker Neck, which they hell ready to ftrang e her. 
Now Sir, is this the Lady ? 

Car. My Angelina! O! 

Anz. O miſerable Meeting! 

Lou. Now let me fee you ſmile, and rudely throw 
me from your Arms! now fcorn my Love, my Per 
ſon, and my Fortune! now let your ſqueamiſh Vir 
'tue iy me as a Diſeaſe to Modeſty ! and tell her now 
your ſhameful Tale of my Intemperance! 


Car. 
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Low, What not a4 Word to ſoften yet thy obſtinate 
Merſton! thou wretched Fool, thus to provoke thy 
Nuin— End her. [To the Bravoes. 

Car. ©! hold! for Pity hold, and hear me. 

Low. I've learn'd from you to uſe my Pity — 
YDeath ! I cou'd laugh to ſee thy ſtrange Stupidity 
of Love On one Condition yet lives an Hour z. 
but if refus'd -—--- 

Car, Name not a Refuſal, be it or Danger, Death, 
or Tortures, any Thing that Life can do to ſave her. 

Low. Nay, if you are ſo over-willing. 

Car. Speak, and I obey you. 

Low. Now then, this Moment kneel and curſe her. 

Car. Preſerve her, Heav'n, and ſnatch her from 
the Jaws of gaping. Danger. (kneeling) O! may the 
watchful Eye of Providence, that never fleeps o'er 
Innocence diſtreſs'd, look nearly to her; or it ſome 
Miracle alone can fave her, the ever walking Sun, 
in his eternal Progreſs, never faw fo fair an Object 
w employ it on. 

Low, Preſuming Fool! were I inclin'd to ſave her 
Life, (which, by my Hopes of Peace, I do not mean) 
anſt thou believe this inſolent Concern for her to my 
Face, would not provoke my Vengeance? 

Car. Yet hold! forgive my Rafhneſs, I was te 
blame indeed; but Paſſion has tranſported both of 
us; Love made me as heedleſs of her Safety, as wild 
Revenge has you, ev'n of your neglected Soul. 

Low. What, doſt thou think to preach me from my 
Purpoſe ? 

- Car. That were too vain an Hope; tho' I've a pi- 
tous Cauſe that might beſpeak, without a Tongue, 
the Mercy of a human Heart : But if Revenge alone 
an fate your Fury, at leaſt miſplace it not; mine 
was th'Offence, be mine the Puniſhment ; but ſpare: 
| D 5 the 
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the innocent, the gentle Maid, ſhe ne'er intended yeg 
a Thought againſt your Peace; I have deſery'd your 
Anger, nay, and juſtly too ; for, I confeſs, I dught 
to have given you a milder Treatment; but, to atone 
the Crime, rip up my Breaſt, and in my Heart you'll 
read the unhappy Cauſe of my Negle& and 
Rudeneſs. 

Low. How he diſarms my Anger! But, muft my 
Rival triumph then? 

Ang. Charge me not with fuch abhorr'd Ingrati- 
tude; be Witneſs, Heaven, I'll for ever ſerve you, 


court you, aud confeſs you my Preſeryer! 


Car. For Pity, yet reſolve, and force your Temper 
to a Moment's Pauſe : Do not debaſe your generous 
Revenge with Cruelty; that every common W retch 
can take; the ſavage Brutes can ſuck their Fellow- 
Creatures Blood, and tear their Bodies down; but 
greater human Souls have more of Pride to curb, and 
bow the ſtubborn Mind of what they hate ; and ſuch 
Revenge, the nobler far, I offer now to you; ſee at 
your Feet my humbled Scorn imploring, cruſh'd and 
proſtrate, Jike a vile Slave, that falls below yourlaſt 
Contempt, and trembling begs for Mercy. 

Lou. He buries my Revenge in Bluſhes. 

Ang. O!] generous Proot of the moſt faithful Love! 


Car. Think what a glorious Triumph it would be, | 


that when your ſwoln Reſentment, wild Revenge, and 
Indignation, all ftood ready, waiting for the W ord, 
you call'd your forceful Reaſon to your Aid, 
reſolv'd, and took that tyrant Paſſion Captive to your 
gentle Pity; O! 'twere ſuch a God like Inſtance of 
your Virtue, as might atone, if poſſible, ev'n Crimes 


to come: Revenge, like this, can never give you, 


that continu'd Peace of Mind, which Mercy may: 
Compaſſion has a thouſand ſecret Charms: Thiak 
you'rwere no Delight of Thought, to heal the W ounds 
of bleeding Lovers, to make two poor afflicted 
| Wretches 
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Wretebes happy, whoſe higheſt Crime is loving well 
and faithfully ? Were it no ſoothing Joy, no ſecret 
Pride, to raiſe em from the laſt Deſpair, to Hope? 
to Life and Love reſtor'd ? Now, on my Heart, I 
read a ſtruggling Pity in your Eye! O cheriſh it, and 

our Innocence] Perhaps, the Story of our chaſte 
Affections, once compleat, may live a fair Example 
to ſucceeding Times, for which Poſterity ſhall ſtand - 
indebted to your Virtue. 

Los. Releaſe the Lady -- go. [ Exeunt Bravoes. 
And now farewel my Follies, and my miſtaken Love; 
for I confeſs, the fair Example of your mutual Faith, 

Tenderneſs, Humility, and Tears, have quite 
ſubdu'd my Soul; at once have conquer'd and reſorm'd 
me: O! you have given me ſuch an Image of the 
contentful Peace, th' unſhaken Quiet of an honeſt” 
Mind, that now I taſte more ſolid Joy, being but the- 
Inftrument of your united virtuous Love, than all my 
late falſe Hopes propos'd, even in the laſt Indulgence 
of blind Deſire: Now love long and happily ; forgive 
my Follies paſt, and you haye over-paid me. 
| [ Joins their Hands. 

Car. O! providential Care of Innocence diſtreſs'd! 

Ang. O! Miracle of rewarded Love! | 
Car. What ſhall I ſay? I ſcarce have yet the Power 
of Thought amidſt this Hurry of tranſporting Joy ! My 
Angelina! do I then live to hold thee thus? Of! I have 
a Thouſand Things to ſay, to ask, to weep, and hear 
of thee ----- But firſt let's knee? and pay our Thanks to 
Heaven and this our kind Preſerver ; to whoſe molt * 
happy Change, we owe ey'n all our Lives to come, 
which cheerful Gratitude can pay. 

Low. Nay, now you give me a Confuſion. [Raiſes 
] But if you yet dare truſt me with the tory of 
your Loye's Diſtreſs, far as my Fortune can, command 
ir freely to ſupply your preſent Wants, or any future 

$ propos'd, to give you laſting tiappineſs. 
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Car. Eternal Rounds of neyer-ending Peace reward 
your wond'rous Bounty ; and when you know the 
Story of our Fortune, as we ſhall ſoon find due Oc- 
caſion to relate it, we cannot doubt twill both deſerve 
your Pity and Aſſiitance-----But I have been too buſy 
in my Joy, I almoſt had forgot my friendly Unde, 
the ancient Gentleman that firſt came hither with me; 
how have you diſpos'd of him: 

Lan I think he's here, and ſafe---who waits there? 


[ Enter Jaques, 
Releaſe the Gentleman above, and tell him that his 
Friends deſire him. [Exit Jaques. 


You'll pardon, Sir, the Treatment I have ſhewn him; 
te made a little too merry with my folly, which, I 
confeſs, at that Time, ſoRlething too far incens'd me. 

Car. He's old and cheerful, apt to be free; but he'll 
be ſorry where his Humour gives Offence. 

Enter Don Lewis, Jaques bowing to him. 

D. Lew. Prithee, honeſt Dumb, don't be fo cere- 
monious! A Pox on thee, I tell thee it's very well ag 
it is, (only my Jaws ake a little: ) Butas long as we're 
all Friends, it's no great Matter ----- My dear Charles! 
I mult buſs thee, Faith! ----- Madam, your humble 
Servant —- J beg your Pardon, dy'e fee ---- you under- 
fand me. [ Exit Jaques. 

Len. I hope we are Friends, Sir. 

D. Lew. I hope we are, Madam-----I am arti honeſt 
old Fellow, Faith; tho* now and then I am a little odd 
WO. 

Car. Here's a Stranger, Uncle. 

D. Lew. What! my little Bloſſom ! my Gilliflower! 
my Rouſe! my Pink! my Tulip! Faith, I muſt ſimell 
thee (Salute: Angelina.) Od! ſhe's a delicate Noſegay! 
I muſt have her tcuz'd a little Charles you mult 
gather to Night; I can ſtay no longer--- Well, Faith, 
I am. heartily joy'd to fee thee, Child. 

Ang. I hank you, Sir, and wiſh I may deſerve your 

Love: 
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Tove: Our Fortune, once again, is kind; but how it 
comes about 
D. Lew. Does nct ſignify Three-pence; when For- 
mne pays me a Viſit, I feldom trouble my ſelf ta 
know which Way ſhe came -I tell you, 1 am glad 
to ſee you. 
Enter Jaques. 

54. Madam, here's the Lord Governour come to 
wait upon your Ladyfhip. 

Low. At this late Hour! What can his Buſineſs be? 
d&fire his Lordſhip to walk in. 


Enter Governor. 


Gov. Pardon, Madam, this unſeafonable Viſit. 

Leu. Your Lordſhip does me Honour. 

Gov. At leaſt, I hope, my Buſineſs will excuſe it: 
dme Strangers here below, upon their offer'd Oaths, 
demanded my Authority w ſearch your Houſe for a 
loſt young Lady, to whom the one of em affirms 
himfelf the Father: But the Reſpe& I owe your Lady- 
ſhip, made me refuſe their Search, till 1 had ſpoken 
with you. 

Ang. It muſt be they ---- Now, Madam, your Fro» 
tetion, or we yet are loſt. 

Lou. Be not concern'd! Wcu'd you avoid 'em? 

Car. No, we muſt be found, let em have En- 
trance: we have an honeſt Cauſe, and would provoke 
its Tryal. | | 

Loy. Conduct the Gentlemen without. [ Exit Jaques. 
My Lord, I'll anſwer for their Honeſty; and as they 
are Strangers; where the Law's ſevere, muſt beg you'd 
favcur and aſſiſt em. | 

Gov. You may command me, Madam; tho' there's 
no great Fear; for having heard the moft that they 
cou d urge againſt em, I found in their Complaints, 
more Spleen and Humour, than any juſt Appearance 
&a real Injury. 

Enter 


8s Lovs mekes a Man: Or, 
Enter Don Manuel, Charino, Antonio, and Clotly 


Cha. I'll have Juſtice. 

Ant. Don't be too hot, Brother. 

Cha. Sir, I demand Juſtice. 

D. Ma. That's the Lady, Sir, I told you of. 

Clo. Ah! that's ſhe, my Lord, I am Witneſs. 

Car. My Father! Sir, your Pardon, and your Nel. 
fing. 
* Why truly, Charles, I begin to be a little re- 
concil'd to the Matter + I wiſh you well, tho' 1 can't 
join you together; for my Friend and Brother hereis 
very obſtinate, and will admit of no Satisfaction: But 
however, Heaven bleſs you in ſpite of his Teeth, 

Cha. This is all Contrivance ! Roguery! I am 
abus'd! I ſay, deliver my Daughter---ſhe is an Heireſs, 
sir; and to detain her, is a Rape in Law, Sir, is 
Death, and the Devil, and I'll have you all hang'd; 
therefore no more Delays, Sir; for I tell you before- 
hand, I am a wiſe Man, and 'tis impoſlible to trick 
me. 

Ant. 1 (ay, you are too poſitive, Brother; and 
when you learn more M iſdom, you'll have ſome. 

Cha. I ſay, Brother, tl.is is mere Malice, when 
you know in your own Conſcience, I have ten times 
your Underſtanding ; for you fee I'm quite of another 
Opinion. And ſo once more, my Lord, I demand 
Juſtice againſt that Raviſher. 

Gov. Does your Daughter, Sir, complain of any 
Violence? 

Cha. Your Lordſhip knows young Girls never com- 
plain when the Violence is over; he has raught her 
better, I ſuppcſe. 

Ang. iv Charino, knee'mg. Sir, you are wy Father, 
bred me, cheriſh'd me, gave me my Affections, taught 
me to keep *em hitherto within the Pounds of Ho- 
nour, and of Virtue; let me conjure ycu, by the 
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chaſte Love my Mother bore you, when ſhe preferr'd, 
to her miſtaken Parents Choice, her being 
without a Dower, not to beſtow my Perſon, where 
thoſe Affections ne'er can follow I cannot love 
that Gentleman more than a Siſter ought; but here 
my Heart's ſubdu'd, ev'n to the laſt Compliance with 
my Fortune : He, Sir, has nobly woo'd and won me; 
and | am only his, or miſerable. 
Cha. Get up again. 


Gov. Come, Sir, be perſwaded : your Daughter has 


made an honourable and happy Choice; this Seyerity 
will but expoſe your ſelf and her. 
Cha. My Lord, I don't want Advice; I'll conſider 
with my ſelf, and reſolve upon my own Opinion, 
Emer Jaques. 
7a. My Lord, here's a Stranger without, enquires 
for your Lordſhip, and for a Gentlemaa that calls. 
himſclf Clodia. 
Co. Hay! Ah, mon cher Amy! 
[Enter Don Duart diſguiſ d. 
Well, what News, my Dear, has ſhe anſwer d my 
Letter: 
D. Du. There, Sir-- -- This to your Lordſhip. 
gives him a Letter, and whiſpers.. 
Gov. Marry'd to Night, and to this Gentleman, 
ſay ſt thou? I'm amaz'd. 
D. Da. He is her Choice, my Lord. 
Clo. reading the Letter. Um --- um ---- Charms 
irreſiſtible -- excufe ---- ſo ſoan --- Faſſion----- fluſhes 


---- Conſent ---- Provifton----- Children ---- Settlement. 


— - Marriage ---- If this is not plain, the evil's in't 

— hold, here's more, Faith Reads to himſelf. 
D. Ma. How ſha!l I requite this Goodneſs ? 

[ To Louiſa. 

Tou, I owe you more than I have Leiſure now 

o pay: Freſs me not too far, leſt 1 ſhould ofter more 

Man you are willing to recetye, Fayuurs, when 


long 
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withheld, ſometimes grow taſteleſs; over-faſfing 
— palls the Appetite. 5 
D. M4. The Appetite of Love, like mine, en 
gever die; it would be ever taſting and unfated. 
[ They ſeem to talk apart,” 

Gov, Tis very ſudden but give my Service, F1þ 
wait upon her. 

Clo, Ha! ha! ha! Poor Soul! I'll be with her 
ently ; and, Faith, ſince I have made my own — 
zune, I'll e'en patch up my Brother's too. Hark 
you, my dear Dad that ſhou'd ha been This Buſineſs 
is all at an End- for, look you, I find your Daughter 
is engag d; and, to tell you Truth, ſo am I, Faith! 
If my Brother has a Mind to marry her, let him; for 
I ſhall not, ſplit me —— And now, Gentlemen and 
Ladies, if you will do me the Honour to grace mine 
and the Lady luina's Wedding, ſuch homely Enter 
tainment as my poor Houſe affords, you ſhall be all 
heartily welcome to. 

D. Lew. Thy Houſe! ha! ha! well ſaid, Puppy! 

Clo. Hah! old Tefty / 

Cha. What doſt thou mean, Man? [To Clodio. 
Gov. Tis even fo, I can aſſure you, Sir; I have 
wy ſelf an Invitation from the Lady's own Hand, 
that confirms it: I know her Fortune well, and am 
furpriz'd at it. 

Ang. Bleſs'd News ! This ſeems a farward Step to 
reconcile us all. 

Cha. If this be true, my Lord, 1 have been think- 
ing to no Purpoſe; my Deſign is all broke to pieces 

Ant. Com-, Brother, we'll mend it as well as we 
ean; and fince that young Rogue has rudely turn'd 
Tail upon your Daughter, I'll fill up the Blank with E. 
Charles s Namr, and let the reſt of the Set lo ment ſtand 
as it was. f 

Cha. Hold, I'll firſt fee this Wedding, and then 
tire you my final Reſolution, 
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ch. Come, Ladies, if you pleaſe, my Friend will 
ew you. 

Low, Sir, we wait upon you. 

Cha. This Wedding's an odd Thing ! 

D. Lew. Ha! ha! if it ſhould be a Lye now. 

[ Exru00, 

The SCENE changes to Elvira“? Apartment. 

Elvira alone, with Clodio's Letter in her Hand. 

Elv. At how ſevere a Price do Women purchaſe 
an unſpotted Fame! when ev'n the juſteſt Title can't 
aſſure Foſleſhon : When we reflect upon the inſolent 
and daily Wrongs, which Men and Scandal throw 

on our Actions, twere enough to make a modeſt 
Mind deſpair: If we are fair and chaſte, we are proud; 
if free, we are wanton; cold, we are cunning; and 
if kind forſaken: Nothing we do or think on, be the 
Motive e er ſo juſt or generous, but ſtill the Malice, 
or the Guilt of Men, interprets to our Shame : Why 
ſhould this Stranger elſe, this wretched Stranger, 
whoſe forfeit Life I raſhly ſav d, preſume, from that 
miſtaken Charity, to tempt me with encourag'd Love? 


[Enter a Servant. 
Hark! what Muſick's that! [4 Flouriſb. 


Ser. Madam, the Gentlemen are come. 
Elv. Tis well; are the Officers ready ? 
Ser. Yes, Madam, and know your Lady ſhip's Or- 


Elv. Conduct the Company. Now Juftice ſhall 
uncloud my Fame, and ſee my Brother's Death re- 
veng'd, 

Bur Hautboys playing, Clodio ſinging ; D. Duart, 

Governor, D. Manuel, Louiſa, Carlos, Angelina, 
Antonio, Charino, and D. Lewis. 

Clo, Well, Madam, you ſee I'm punctual · you've 
Ack d your Man, Faith; I'm always critical to a 

| Minute; 
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Minute; you'll never ſtay for me. Ladies and Gentle 
men, I deſire youll do me the Honour of being bet 
ter acquainted here----- My Lord --—- 

Gov. Give you joy, Madam. 


Clo. Nay, Madam, I have brought you ſome nex 


Relations of my own too--- This, Don Antonio, who 
will ſhortly have the Honour to call you Daughter, 
Ant. The young Rogue has made a pretty Choice, 
Faith, 
Clo. This, Don Charmo, who was very near having 


the Honour of calling me Son. This, my elder Bro 


ther--—-and this my noble Uncle, Don Choleorick--- 
Snapſhorto de Teſty. 

D. Lew. Puppy. 

Clo. Peeviſh. | 

D. Lew. Madam, I wiſh you Joy with all my Hearn; 
but truly I can't much adviſe you to marry thi 
Gentleman, becauſe, in a Day or two, you'll really 
find him extreamly ſhocking ; thoſe that know him, 
generally give him the Title of Don Diſma!lo Thickſcuin 
de Halfuitto. 

Clo. ell ſaid, Nuncle, ha, ha. 

D. D#. Are you provided of a Prieſt, Sir? 

Clo. Aye, aye, Pox on him, wou'd he were come 
tho”, 

D. Du. So wou'd I, I want the Cue to act thi 
Juſtice on my Honour; yet I cannot read the Folly 


in her Looks. [ Aſide 


Gov. You have ſurpriz'd us, Madam, by thi; ſus 
den Marriage. 

Elv. 1 may yet ſurprize you more, my Lord. 

D. Du. Sir, don't you think your Fride looks me 
lancholy } 

Clo. Aye, poor Fool! ſhe's modeſt --- but I haves 
Cure for that ----- Well, my Princeſs, why that de 
mure Look now ? 

Av. I was thinking, Sir. 
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Ch. 1 know what you think of---. You don't think 
at all---You don't know what to think You neither 
ſee, hear, feel, ſmell, nor tafte----You han't the 
right Uſe of one of your Senſes----ln ſhort, you 
have it, Now, my Princeſs, baye not I nick'd it? 

Flv. I am forry, Sir, you know ſo litye of your 
ſelf, or me. 

Enter a Servant. 

Ser. Madam, the Prieſt is come. 

Elv. Let him wait, we've no Occaſion yet. 
Within there-—--ſeize him. [Several Officers 

ruſh in, whe ſeize Clodio, and bind him. 

D. Da. Ha! 

Gov. What can this mean: | 

Clo. Gads me! what is my Dear in her Frolicks 
alread /? 

Elv. And now, my Lord, your Juſtice on that 
Murderer. 

Gov, How ! Madam! 

Cle. That Bitch, my Fortune! 


D. Lew. Madam, upon my Knees, 1 beg you, 


don't carry the Jeſt too far, but if there be any real 
Hopes of his having an Halter, let'- know it in three 
Words, that I may be ſure at once for ever, that 
80 earthly Thing, but a Reprieye can ſave him. 
[ Apart 40 Elv. 

Ant. Pray, Madam, who accuſes him: 

Elv. His own Confeſſion, Sir, 

Cha, Of Murther, ſay you, Madam! 

Ev. The Murther of my Brother. 

Gov, Where was this Confeſſion made ? 

Elv. After the Fact was done, my Lord, this Man, 


| mark by Juſtice, took Shelter here, and trembling, 


d of me for my Protection; he ſeem'd indeed 
2 Stranger, and his Complaints ſo pitiful, that I, 
little ſuſpicious of my Brother's Death, promis'd, by 


| @ raſa and folema Vow, I would conceal him: 


Which 
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Which Vow, Heay'n can witneſs with what Diſtrs 
tion in my Thought, I ſtrictly kept, and paid, 
but he, alas! miſtaking this my hoſpitable Charit, 
for the Effects of a moſt vile prepoſterous Loye, 
proceeds upon his Error, and in his Letter here ad. 
dreſſes me for Marriage; which I, once having pail 
my Vow, anſwer'd in ſuch prevailing Terms, upon 
his Folly, as now have, unprotected, drawn hin 
into the Hands of Juſtice. 

D. Ds. She is innocent, and well has diſappointed 
my Revenge. Ala 


D. Lew. So, now I am a little eaſy- --the Puppy | 


will be hang'd. | 

Gov. Give me leave, Madam, to ask you yet ſom 
farther Queſtions, 

Cle, Aye I ſhall be hang'd, I believe. 

Cka. Nay then, 'tis Time to take Care of my 
Daughter; for I am now convinc'd, that my Friend 
Clody is diſpos'd of----and ſo, without Compliment, 
do you ſee, Children---Heav'n bleſs you together. 

Join, Car, and Ang, Hand, 

Car. This, Sir, is a Time unfit to thank you u 
we ought, 

Ant. Well, Brother, I thank you, however; 
Charles is an honeſt Lad, and will deſerve her; bu 
poor Clody's ill Fortune I cou'd never have ſuſpeted, 

D. Lew, Why, you wou'd be poſitive, tho? you 
know, Brother, 1 always told you, Diſmal woul 
be kang'd; I muft plague him a little, becauſe the 
Dog has been pert with me ---Clody ! how do'&thou 
do? Ha! why, you are ty'd! 

Clo. I hate this old Fellow, ſplit me. 

D. Lew. Thou haſt really made a damn'd Blunder 
here, Child, to invite ſo many People to a Marria 
Knot, and inſtead of that; it's like to be one unde 
the left Ear, 

Clo, I'd fain have him die. 


v. L 


The For's Forte. gz 


D. Lew, Well, my Dear, VI! provide for thy go- 
'F ing off, however; let me ſee! you'll only have Oc- 
"'® cafion for a Noſegay, a Pair of white Gloves, and a 
'| Coffin: Look you, take you no Care about the Sur- 
4 geons, you ſhall not be anatomiz'd----|'ll get the 
| Body off with a wet Finger. Tho' methinks I'd fain 
| fee the Inſide of the Puppy too. 
Clo. O! rot him, I can't bear this. 
1 D. Lew, Well, I won't trouble thee any more 
, | now, Child; if I am not engag'd, I don't know, 
but L may come to the Tree, and fing a Stave or 
J ro with thee----Nay, VI] riſe on Purpoſe----tho' you 
| will hardly ſuffer before Twelve a Clock neither---- 
aye, juſt about Twelve - about Twelve you'll be 
tury'd off. 
Clo. O! Curſe conſume him. 
ol Gov, | am convinc'd, Madam, the Fact appears 
nt, | too plain, | 
8 D. Lew, Yes, yes, he'll ſuffer. [ Aſide. 
* Gov, What ſays the Gentleman? Do you confeſs 
ul the Fact, Sir? 
Ch, Will it do me any Good, my Lord? 
er; Gov, Perhaps it may, if you can prove it was not 
bu done in Malice. 
tel - Clo. Why then, to confeſs the Truth, my Lord, 
you I did pink him, and I'm ſorry for't ; but it was none 
dul! of my Fault, ſplit me. 
the Elv. Now, my Lord, your Juſtice. 
hou D. Ds. Hold, Madam, that remains in me to give; 
For know, your Brother lives, and happy in the 
Proof of ſuch a Siſter's Virtue, [ Diſcovers himſolf. 
"2 My Brother: O! let my Wonder ſpeak my 
Clo, Hay! [Clodio and his Friend, ſcem [urpriz'd. 
Gov, Don Duart! living and well! how cane this 
firange Recovery 
D. Da. My Boly's Health, the Surgeon has re- 
ſtor'd: 
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ſtor' d: But here's the true Phyſician of my Mind; 
The hot diſtemper'd Blood, which lately render 
me offenſive to Mankind, his juſt reſenting Sword 
let forth, which gave me Leiſure to reflect upon my 
Follies paſt, and, by Reflection, to reform, 

Eu. This is indeed an happy Change. 


Gov. Releaſe the Gentleman. Fa 
Clo. Here, Teſty, prithee do ſo much as untye 
this a little. yo 


D. Lew. Why, ſo I will, Sirrah ; I find thou hal 
done a mettled Thing, and I don't know whether 
it's worth my while to be ſhock'd at thee any longer, | 

Elv, I ask your Pardon for the Wrong I have 
done you, Sir, and bluſh to think how much I owe the 
you for a Brother thus reſtor'd, Da 

Clo. Madam, your very humble Servant, it'; | 

mighty well as it is. 

: D. We are indeed his Debtors both; and, 
Siſter, there's but one Way now of being grateful: 
For my Sake, give him ſuch Returns of Love, as he 
may yet think fit to ask, or you with Modeſty can 
anſwer, 

Clo. Sir, I thank you, and when you don't think 
it Impudence in me to wiſh my ſelf well with your 
Siſter, I ſhall beg Leave to make uſe of your Friend- 
ſhip. 

D. Du. This Modeſty commends you, Sir. 

Ant. Sir, you have propos'd like a Man of Ho. 
nour, and if the Lady can but like of it, ſhe ſhall 
find thoſe among us, that will make him up a For- 
tune to deſerve her, 

Mar. I wiſh my Brother well, and as I once offer'd 
him to divide my Birth-right, I'm ready ſtill to put 
my Words into Performance. 

D. Lew. Nay then, ſince I find the Rogue's n0 
longer like to be an Enemy to Charl:s, as far as 
few Acres go, I'll be his Friend too. 


D. Dn 
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D. Da. Siſter ! 

Elv. This is no Trifle, Brother; allow me a con- 
venient Time to think, and if the Gentleman conti- 
nues to deſerve your Friendſhip, he ſhall not much 
complain I am his Enemy. 

D. Lew. So! now it will be a Wedding again, 
Faith. 
D. Ma. And if this kind Example could prevail en 


Low, If it cou'd not, your Merit has ſufficient 
Power : From this Moment, I am yours for eyer, 

D. Ma. Which way ſhall I be grateful ? 

Cle. Nay then, ſtrike up again Boys----and with 
the Lady's Leave, I'll make bold to lead 'em up a 
Dance a la Mode D' Angleterre. [LT 

D. Lew. So! ſo! bravely done of all Sides; and 
now, Charles, we'll e'en toaſt our Noſes over a chir- 
ping Bottle, and laugh at our paſt Fortune, 

Car. Come, my Angelina! 

Our Bark, at length, has found a quiet Harbour, 
And the diſtreſsful Voyage of our Loves, 

Ends aot alone in Safety, but Reward, 

Now we unlade our Freight of Happineſs, 

Of which, from thee alone, my Share's deriv'd: 
For all my former Search in deep Philoſophy, 
Not knowing thee, was a mere Dream of Life: 
But Love, in one foft Moment, taught me more 
Than all the Volumes of the Learn'd cou'd reach; 
Gave me the Proof when Nature's Birth began, 

To what great End th' ETERNAL form'd a Man. 
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EPILOGUE 


Epilogue*s a Tax on Authors lald, 

And full as much unwillingly is paid. 

Good I ines, I grant, are little worth, but yet, 
Coin has been always eaſier rais'd than Wit. 

(1 fear we'd made but very poor Campaigns, 

Had Funds been teuy'd from the grumbling Brains.) 
Beſide, to what poor Purpoſe ſhould we plead, 
When you have once reſolv d a Play ſhould bleed? 
But then again, a Wretch, in any Caſe, 

Has leave to ſay why Sentence ſhould not paſs. 
Firſt, let your Cenſure from pure Fudgment flow, 


And mix with that, ſome Grains of Mercy too ; 

On ſome your Praiſe like wanton Lovers you beſtow, 
Thus hat e you known a Woman plainly Fair, 

At firſt ſcarce worth your two Days Pains or Care, 
Without a Charm, but being young and new : 

(You thought five Guineas far beyond her Due.) 

But when purſu'd by ſome gay leading Lover, 

Then ev'ry Day her Eyes new Charms diſcover ; 

"Till at the laſt, by Crowds of Beaus admir'd, 

Sk has rais'd her Price, to what her Heart deſir d, 
New Gowns and Petticoats, which ber Airs requir d. 

So Miſs, and Poet too, when once cry d up, 

Believe their Reputation at the Top ; 

And know, that while the liling Fit has ſeix d you, 

She cannot look, ke write, too il to peaſe you, 

How can you bear a Senſe of Love ſo gr:ſs, \ 
To let mere Faſhion on your Taſte impoſe? 
Your I aſte, refin d, might add to your Delight; | 
Poets from you are taught to raiſe their Flight; 
For as you learn to judge, they learn to write, 
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NON-JUROR, 


'v OMEDY. 


I THEATRE-ROYAL, 
1 BY | 


His Maj EST 's Servants. 
5 7 


As it is ACTED at the 


1 Written by Corr Cie, Ei; 
33 x 
1 — 


= 


— ——Pulchra Laverna 
Da mihi fallere; da Fuſtum, danctumgue wideri, 
W Neofem Peccatis, & Fraudibus objice Nubem. 
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LONDON. 

mated for HENRY LI ro r; and fold by 
VW. FeaLlts, at Rowe's- Head, the Corner of E/ex- 
Cireet in the Strand. 


M. DCC. XXXVI. 
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TO THE 


N a Time, when all Commu- 
nities congratulate Your MaJt- 
STY on the Glories of your Reign, 
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Gs which are continually riſing from 
the Proſperities of Your People; be graci- 
ouſly pleas'd, Dread Sir, to permit the low- 
eſt of your Subjects from the Theatre, to 
take this Occaſion of offering their moſt 
Humble Acknowledgments for Your Royal 
Favour and Protection. 

Your Comedians, Sta, are an Unhap- 
py Society, whom ſome Severe Heads think 
wholly Uſeleſs, and others dangerous to the 
Young and Innocent: This Comedy is there- 


A 3 fore 


mn DEDICATION. 


fore an Attempt to remove that Prejudice, 
and to ſhew, what Honeſt and Laudable 
Uſes may be made of the Thea!re, when 
its Performances keep clofe to the true Pur- 
poſes of irs Inſtitution : That it may be ne- 
ceſſary to diwert the Sullen and Diſaffected 
from buſying their Brains to diſturb the 
Happinets ot a Gov:rament, which (for 
want of proper Amuſements) they often 
enter into Wild and Seditious Schemes to 
reform: And that it may likewiſe make 
thoſe very Follies the Ridicule and Diver- 
ſion even ot thoſe that committed them, 
Our Labours have at leaſt this Glory to 
boaſt, That ſince Plays were firſt Exhibited 
in Euglaud, they were never totally ſup- 
preſs'd, but by thoſe very People, that 
turn'd our Church, and Conſtitution, into 
Irreligion and Anarchy, 

Or all Errors, thoſe that are the Effect 
of Super/tition make us naturally moſt ob- 
ſtinate ; it is therefore no wonder, that the 


Blinded Profelytes of our Few Non-juring 


Clergy, are ſo hard to be recover'd by the 
cleareſt Evidences of Senſe and Reaſon. But 
when a Princi/l? is once made truly Ridicu- 
lots, it is not in the power of Human Na- 
ture not to be d of it. From which 
Reflection, I was firſt determin'd to attack 
thoſe lurking Enemies of our Conſtitution 
trom the Stage: And, though my Succeſs 
has far excceded my Expectation, yet | 

grieve, 
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grieve, when I (perhaps with Vanity) ima- 
gine it might have had thrice the good Effect 
on the Minds of your MajEST 's People, 
were it not under the Mis/ortune of being 
written by a Comedian. I am therefore in 
ſome Terror, notwithſtanding its Publick 
Applauſe, to refl-&t how far Your MAIE- 
STY, in Your Wiſdom, may think it pro- 
per to with-hold Your Pardon for the Unli- 
cenſed Boldneſs of my Undertaking, I 
am ſenſible it may be juſtly urg'd againſt 
me, That even Truth and Loyalty might 
have loſt their Luftre, by appearing reduc'd 
to want the Defence of ſo inconſiderable a 
Champion: But, as I never be liev'd the beſt 
Play could be ſupported in an Ill Cauſe 
ſo was I aſſur'd the worſt might paſs, with 
Favour, in a Good one, And though my 
Duty and Concern has made me more care- 
ful in the Conduct of this, than any of my 
former Endeavours; I am convinc'd, that 
what may have been extraordinary in the 
Succeſs of it, is utterly owing to a happy 
Choice of the Subject: And, as its meeting 
no Oppoſition from our Publick Malecon- 
tents, ſeems, in ſome degree, an Argument 
of the Clear and Honeſt Truth of thoſe Prin- 
ciples it vindicates; ſo may it of the equal 
Falſhood of the Rebe!lious and Unchriſtian 
 Tenets it expoſes. Nay, I have yet a far- 
ther Hops, that it has even diſcovered the 
Strength and Number of the Al guided to 
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be much leſs, than may have been artfully 
inſinuated ; there being no Aſſembly where 
People are fo free, and apt to ſpeak their 
Minds, as in a Crouded Theatre : Ot which 
your MajesTy may have lately ſcen an In- 
ſtance, in the Inſuppreſſible Acclamations 
that were given on Your appearing to Ho- 
nour this Play with Your Royal Prelence. 
BuT were the Dilaftccted as numerous, 
as ſome Few may wiſh them, What I Ioneſt 
Engliſhman can ever think them formidable, 
that conſiders his Security in the Wiſdom of 
Your MajesTy's Corn/cls, and Your He. 
roick Reſolution to Execute them? And, as 
every Action of Your Regal Power has 
ſhewn the Nation, that Your greateſt Glory 
and Delight is in beirg the Father of Your 
Perple; ſo may it Convince its Fnemies, that 
they will always find You KING of your 
Subjects. But Jam wandring into 
Thoughts that awe me into Silence; and 
humbly beg Leave to Subſcribe mylelf, 


May it pleaſe Your ManesTy, 
ND MAJESTY'S 
Mojt Dutijul, 
and moſt Obediont 


Salſed and Servant, 


CoLLEyY CIBBER, 


— 


PROLOGUE 
Written by N. Rowe, E; 


F'O-night, ye Whigs and Tories, both be ſafe, 
Nor hope, at one anather's Coft, to laugh: 

We mean to ſouſe old Satan, and the Pope; 

They've no Relations here, mr Friends, ave hope. 

A Tool of theirs ſupplies the Comic Stage 

With fuſt Materials for Satiric Rage: 

Nor think our Colours may too firangl, paink 

The ftiff Nan-Furing & Separ ation-yaint. 

Gord Breeding ne er commands us to be civit 

To thoſe who give the Nation to the Devil; 

Who at our ſureſt, be Foundations ſtrike, 

And hate our * arch, and our Church alike : 

Our Church, —: aktb awd with reverential Fear, 

Scarcely the Maſe bs eſumes to mention here. 

Ling may She The/e her arorſ of Foes def, 

And lift her Mitred Head tr 3 to the Sxy 

While theirs But Satire ſilently diſdains 

ſo name, what lives not, but in Madmens Brain 

Lite Ba was, each lurking Paſtor ſeeks the Dark, 

22 the F uſtice's enquiring Clerk. 

In chſe back Rooms his uſd. 'd Flocks he rallies, 

And reigns the Patriarch :f blind Lanes and All. 

Ihere ſafe, he lets ht; thundrins Cenſfares fly, 
achrijtens, damns us, gives our Latest the Lye, 

And excommunicates three St; ies high. 

Il hy, fence a Land of Liberty they hate, 

Still æxill t/ OO linger 11 15 Fr ee- - bor 4: State ? 

Here, EVery 22 , freſh, PA: ful, 0 Je a ri 5, 

Peace, an 4 Ya. 725 a” 1 *t thiir Ex. 

With Angu: i, Prinze, "and Pe 1 8 uur vor, 

Their juſt Obedicm 8s, and HH 3 righteous Sway. 

Ship ＋ ye Slax i, an a tech 2 /ome Puſh ve Land, 

Where Tyr -ants after your o „ Hearts command. 

To Tour Tranlalpine A aller” s Rute re ſant, 

And fill an empt; ab d:icated Court : 

Turn your Po. Jens here ta ready Rhing, 

And buy je Laut and Lora/4is at Urbino. 


Az Dr.mutis 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


M EN. 
Sir John Moodvil, Mr. Mills. 


Colonel Mood vil, Mr. Booth. 


Mr. Heartly, Mr. Wilks. 

Doctor Vol Mr. Cibber. 

Charles, Mr. Walker. 
WOMEN. 

Lady V ood vil, Mrs. Porter. 


Maria, Mrs. Oldfield. 


The SCENE, an Anti-chamber of 


1 


Sir JoHN's Houſe, in London. 


bo 


\ 


THE 


A 
Str John Woodvil, and the Colanel. 


RAV conſider, Sir. 

Sir John. So I do, Sir, that I am 
her Father, and will diſpote of her 
as I pleaſe. 

(. I don't diſpute vour Autho- 
rity, Sir: But as I am your Son 
too, I think it my Dity to be concern'd for your Ho- 
nour : Have not you countenanced his Addteſſes to my 
Sitter? Has not ſhe rec2ii'd thern? How then 15 it poſ- 
fibie, That either you or ſhe wich Honour can recede ? 

Sir Tahn. Why, Sir? Suppale 1 was about buying 
a Pad-nag for your Siſter, and upon Enquiry ſhould 
find him not ſound : Pray, Sir, would there be any 
great Diſhonour in being eff o the Bargain; 

Col. With Submiſſion, Sir, I don't twke that to be 
the Caſe. Mr. Hear tl,”s Birth and Fortune are too 
well known to you; and | dare (wear he may defy the 
World to lay a Blemiih upon his Principles. 


\ 
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— Why then, Sir, fince I muſt be catechis'd, 
I muſt tell you, I don't like his Principles: For I am 
inform'd he is a Time-ſerver, one that baſely flatters 
the Government, and has no more Religion than you 
have. 

Col. Sir, we don't either of us think it proper to 
make boaſt of our Religion ; but if you pleaſe to en- 


quire, you will ind we go to Church as orderly as 
the reſt of our Neighbours. 


Sir abn. Ay! to what Church! 

Col. —St. Fames's Church— The eſtabliſſid Church. 
Sir Jobn. Eltabliſh'd Church! | 
Col. Sir _ 

Sir John. Nay, you need not ſtare, Sir; and before 


he values himſelf upon going to Church, I would firſt 
have him be ſure he is a Chriſtian. 


Col. A Chriſtian, Sir! 


Sir Fohn. Ay, that's my Queſtion, Whether he is 
yet chrifined ? I mean, by a Paſtor, that had a Divine, 
Uninterrupted, Succeſſive Right to mark him as a 
Sheep of the true Fold ? 

Col. Is it poſſible ! Ate you an Fygliſman, and offer, 
Sir, a Queſtion ſo uncharitable, not only to him, but 
the whole Nation ? 

Sir John. Nay, Sir, you may give yourſelf what 
Airs of Amazement you pleaſe, I won't argue 
with you; you are both too harden'd to be converted 
now : but fince you think it your Duty, as a Son, to 
be concerned for my Errors, I think it as much mine, 
as a Father, to be concerned for yours I' only 
tell you of them, if you think fit to mend them 
ſo if not take the Conſequence. 

Col. [aſide] O! give me Temper, Heaven! this 
vile non-juring Zealot! what poiſonous Principles has 
he ſwell'd him with! ———— Well, Sir, ſince you don't 
think it _ to argue upon this Subject, I'll wave it 
too: But if | may ask it without OFence, Are theſe 


your only Reaſons for diſcountenarcing Mr. Hearts 
Addrefles to my Sitter ? 


Sir Tobn. Theſe! are they not ſlagrant would you 
have me marry my Daughter to a Pagan! for fo he f 
an 
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and all of you, till you are regularly Chriſtians. In 
ſhort, Son, expect to inherit no Eſtate of mine, unleſs 

reſolve to come into the Pale of the Church, of 
which I profeſs myſelf a Nlember. 

Col. I thought I always was, Sir, and hope I am ſo 
fill, unleſs you have lately been converted to the Ro- 
man. 

Sir Tabu. No, Sir, I abhor the Thoughts on't ; and 
proteſt againſt their Errors as much as you do. 

Col. If fo, Sir, where's our Difference? 

Sir Fohn. Difference! 'twould make you tremble, 
Sir, to know it ! but fince 'tis fit you ſhould Know it, 
look there [Giwes bim a Beok) read that, and be re- 
form'd. 

Col. What's here? [ Reads) The Caſe of Schiſm, &c. 
Thank you, Sir; I have ſeen enough of this in the 


Daily Courant, to be ſorry it's in any hands, but thoſe 
of the common Hangman. 


Sir John. Prophanation ! 

Col. And though I always honour'd vour Concern 
for the Church's Welfare, I little thought 'twas for a 
Church that is effabliik'd no where. 

Sir Jahn. O!] Perverſeneſs! but there is no better 
to be expected from your Courſe of Life: This is all 
the Effects of your modern Loy altv, your Converſation 
at Button's. Will you never leave that foul Neſt of 
Hereſy and Schiſm ? 

Col. Yes, Sir, when I fee any thing like it there; 
and ſhoald think myſelf obliged to retire, where ſuch 
Principles were ftarted I own I uſe the Place, be- 


cauſe J generally meet there inſtructive or diverting 
Company. 


Sir Jahr. Vet, fine Company indeed, 4rians, Party- 
Poets, Players, and Presbyterians. 

Col. That's a very vnuſual Mixture, Sir; but if a 
Man entertains me innocently, am ! oblig'd to enquire 
into his Proſeſſion, or Principles? Would it not be ridi- 
culous for a Proteitant that loves \ſuſick, to refuſe go- 
ing to the Opera, becauſe mo'! of the Performers are 
Papiſts? But, Sir, this ſeems foreign to my Buſineſs; 
Mr Heart}; intend: this Morning to pay his Reſpects to 


ou, 
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you, in hopes to obtain your ſinal Conſent ; and deſired 
me to be prelent, as a Mediator of Articles between 
— 

; Sir John. I am glad to hear it. 

Col. That's kind indeed, Sir. 

Sir John. Nay be not, Sir 
at home when he comes. 

Col. Nay, pray, Sir, "twill be but Civility, at leak, 
to hear him. 

Sir John. And becauſe I won't tell a Lye for the 
matter, III go out this Moment. 

Col. Good Sir. 

Sir John. But becauſe I won't deceive him neither, 
tell him, I would not have him loſe his Time, in fool- 
ing after your Siſler — In ſhort, I have another Man 
in my head for her. Exit Sir John. 

Cel. Another XMlan! 'twould be worth one's while to 
know him Pray Heaven this n>n-juring Hypocrite 
has not got ſome beggarly Traitor in his Eye for her 
I mult rid the Houſe of him at any rate, or all the Set- 
tlement I can hope from my Father is a Caſtle in the 
Air; nor can indeed his Life be tate, while ſuch a Vil- 
lain makes it an Act of Conſcience to endanger it: If 
his Eyes are not ſoon open'd agaiuit him, the Crown's 
more likely to inherit his Eitate, than I am; and tho 
the Government has been very favourable upon thoſe 
Occaſions, it is but a melancholy Buſineſs to petition for 
what might have been one's Birthright. Aly Siſter may 
be ruin'd too Here ſhe comes; if there be an- 
other Man in the Caſe, ſhe no doubt can let me into 
the Secret. 


for I will not be 


Euter Maria. 

Sifter, Good morrow ———1 want to ſpeals with you. 

Aſar. Nay, but prithez, Brother, don't put on that 
wiſe politick Face then: Why you look as if the Mt- 
rority had like to have carried a (Weſtion. 

Col. Comer come, a Truce with your Raillery ; what 
I have to ask of you is lerious, and I beg you would 
be to in your Anſwer. 

Aar. Well then, provided it is not upon the Sub- 
ject of Love. 1 will be fo—-v2ut make halle too ꝛ 
for l have ret had my Lea vet. Col. 
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Col. Why it is, and is not upon that Subject. 

Mar. O! I love a Riddle dearly—— come —— let's 
hear it. 

Col. Nay, piſh—if you will be ſerious, ſay fo. 

Mar. O Lard ! Sir, I beg your Pardon—there — 
there's my whole Form and Features totally diſengaged, 
and lifeleſs at your Service ; now put them in what Po- 
ſture of Attention you think. 

[She leans again! him, TW / £ 45 1 mt a tara. 
ly falling to her Knees. 

Col. Was there ever ſuck a giddy Devil - prithee 
ſtand up. I have been talking with my Father, and he 
declares poſitively you ſhall not receive any farther Ad- 
dreſſes from Mr. Hearty. 

Mar. Are you lerious ? 

Cel. He iaid it this Minute, and with ſome Warmth 
too. 

Mar. I am glad on't with all my heart. 

Col. How! glad! 

Mar. Toa Degree: Do you think a Man has any more 
Charms for me for my Father's liking him ? No, Sir, 
if Mr. Heart/y can make his Way to me now, he is ob- 
lg'd to me only: Beſides, now it may have the Face 
Tm Amour indeed: Now one has ſomething to ſtrug- 
gle for; there's Difaculty, there's Danger, there's the 
dear Spirit of Contradiction in it too. O, I like it 
mightily. 

Cel. I am glad this does not make vou think the 
worſe of Hoary but however, a Father's Con- 
lent might have clapt a Pair of Horſes more to your 
Coach perhaps, and the want of that may pinch your 
Fortune. 

Mar. Burn Fortune ; am not I a fne Woman? And 
have not 1 above 50cc/. in my own Hands? 

Col. Ves, Siſter, but with all your Charms, you have 
had jt in your Hands almoſt theſe four Years; pray 
conſider that tco. 

Mar. Pſhah! and have not I had the full Swing of 
my own Airs and Humours theſe four Years ? But it Pl 
humour my Father, I'll warrant he'll make it three or 
four Thouitand more, with ſome unlick'd Lout of a 


Fellow 
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Fellow to ſnub me into the bargain: A comfortable E- 
quivalent truſjy — No, no, let him light his Pipe with 
his Conſent if he pleaſes. Wilful againſt Wile for a 
Wager. 

Col. Well ſaid; nothing goes to your Heart, I find. 

Mar. No, no, Brother; the Suits of my Lovers 
ſhall not be ended, like thoſe at Law, by dull Council 
on both Sides, I'll hear nothing but what the Plaintiff 
himſelf can ſay to me: twould be a pretty thing indeed, 
to confine my Airs to the Directions of a Sollicitor, to 
look kind, or cruel, only as the Jointure propos'd, is, or 
is not, equal to the Fortune my Father deſigns me. 
What do you think Þll have my Features put into the 
Gazette to be diſpos d of, like a parcel of dirty Acres, 
by an old Mafter in Chancery to the faireit Bidder ? No, 
if 1 mult have an ill Nlatch, I'll have the Pleaſure of 
play ing my own Game at leait. 

Col. | here ipoke the Spirit of a free-born Eng/;/5 Me. 
man. Well. I am glad you are not ſtartled at the firſt 
Part of my News, however; but farther Pray, 
Siſter, has my Freter ever propos'd any other Man to 
500 

Mar. Another Man! let me know why you ask, and 

tell you. 

Cel. Why the laſt Words he ſaid to me, were, that 
he had another Man in his Head for you. 

Aer. And who is it? whois it? tell me, dear Bro- 
ther, quickly. 

Col. Why, you don't ſo much as ſeem furpriz'd at it! 

Mar. No, but impatient, and that's as well you know. 
C. Way how now, Sister? [Graxeh. 

Mar. Why ſure, Brother, you know very little of 
Female Happineſs, if vou ſuppoſe the Surprize of 
a new | over ought to ſhock a Woman of my Tempe, 
don't you know that I am a Coguette ? 

Col. If vou are, you are the firſt that ever was fin- 
cere ervugh to own her being fo. 

Mar. lou Lover, | grant you; but I make no more 
of you than a Siſter, I can ſay any thing to you. 

Ca. | ſhou'd have been better pleas'd it you had not 
own'd it to me it's a hatetul Character. 


4 
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Mar. Ay, it's no matter for that, it's violently plea- 
„and there's no Law againſt it, that I know of. 
You had beſt adviſe your Friend Heartly to bring in a 
Bill to prevent 1t : All the diſcarded Foaſts, Prudes, 
and ſuperannuated Virgins would give him their Intereit, 
| dare ſwear: Take my Word, Coquetry has govern'd 
the World from the Beginning, and will do 1o to the 
End on't. 
Col. Heart!y's like to have a hopeful Time on't with 


a. 
© Moy. Well, but don't you really know who it is my 
Father int nds me? 

Col. Not I really, but I imagin'd you might, and 
therefore thought to adviſe with you about it. 

Mar. Nay, he has not open'd his Lips to me yet— 
Are you ſure he is gone out ? 

Cal. You are very impatient to know, methinks : 
What have you to do to concern yourſelf about any 
Man but Hearth ? 

Mar. O Lud! O Lud! O Lud! don't be fo wiſe, 

rithee Brother: Why if you had an empty Houſe to 

would you be difpleas'd to hear there were two 
People about it? Can any Woman think herſelf hap- 

y, that's oblig'd to marry only with Ho5/or's Choice? 

o, don't think to rob me of fo innocent a Vanity ; 
for believe me, Brother, there is no Fellow upon Earth, 
how difagreeable ſoever, but in the long Run of his 
Addreſſes will utter ſomething, at leaſt, that's worth a 
poor Woman's hearing. Befides, to be a little ſerious, 
Heartly has a Tincture of Jealouſy in his Temper, 
which nothing but a ſubſtantial Rival can cure him of. 

Col. O your Servant, Madam, now you talk Rea- 
ſon ; I am glad you are concern'd enough for Heartly's 
Faults, to think them worth your mending— Ha! ha! 

Mar. Concern'd ! Why did I fay that look you, 
Pll deny it all to him Well, it ever I am ſerious 
with = AgalN— 


Col. Here he comes; be as merry with him as you 
pleaſe. 2 | 


Mar. Pſhah ! 


Euter 
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Enter Heartly. Maria takes a Book from the Table, 


and reads. 

Heart. Dear Colonel, your Servant. 

Cel J am gad you did not come ſooner, for in the 
Humour my Father left me, twould not have been a 
proper Time to have preſs'd your Alfair——T touch' 
upon't—- but—— I' tell you more preſently; in the 
mean time loſe no Ground with my Siſter. 

Heart. I ſhall always think myſelf oblig'd to your 
Friendſhip, let my Succeſs be what it will. — Madam 
your molt o edient——W hat have you got there, pray! 

Mar. | Repeating. ] 

« Her lively Looks a fprightly Mind diſcloſe, 

* Quick, as her Eyes, and as unfix'd as thoſe—— 

Heart. Pray, Madam, what is it? | 

Mar. Favours ta none, to all ſhe Smiles extend 

Heart. Nay, Iwill ſee [ Struggling. 

Mar. [ Putting him by.] 

«© Oft he rejeci.—but never once offends. 

Co/. Have a care, ſhe has dipt into her own Charac- 
ter, and ſhe'll never forgive you, if you don't let her 
through with it. 

Heart. I beg your Pardon, Madam. [ Graveh. 

Mar. Bright as the Sun, her Eyes the Gazers ſtrike, 

« And, like the Sun, they ſbine on all alike—am—um. 

Heart. That is ſomething like indeed. 

Col. You would ſay fo, if you knew all. 

Heart. All what? Pray what do you mean ? 

Col. Have a li:tle Patience, III tell you immediately. 

Heart. | Afide.] Confuſion ! ſome Coxcomb now has 


been flattering her, I'll be curſt elſe, ſhe's ſo full of her 


dear Self upon't. 
Mar. [Turning to Heartly.] 
« If to ber ſhare ſome Female Errors fall, 
4 Look on her Face and you'll forget them all. 


Is not that natural, Mr. Heartly ? 
Heart. For a Woman to expect, it is indeed. 
Mar. And can you blame her, when 'tis at the ſame 
time a Proof of the poor Man's Paſſion, and her Power! 
Heart. So that you think the greateſt n a 
over 
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Lover can make his Miſtreſs, is to give up his Reaſon 
her 

8 Certainly : For what have your lord ex to 

boaſt of, but your Underſlanding? And till that's en- 

tirely ſurrender'd to her Diicretion, while the teat 

Sentiment holds out againſt her, a Woman mult be 

downright vain to think her Conqueſt compleated. 

Heart. There we differ, Madam; for in my Opi— 
nion nothing but the molt exceſſive Vanity could va- 
lue or defire ſuch a Conqueſt. 

Mar. O! d'ye hear him, Brother? The Creature 
reaſons with me! Nay, bas the frentleſs Folly to think 
me in the wrong ioo O Lud! he'd make a horrid I y- 
rant — poſitively I won't have him. 

Heart. Well, my Comfort is, no other Man will ea- 
fily know whether you'll have him or not. 

Mar. [ Affe&edly ſmiling] Am not I a horrid, vain, 
filly Creature, Mr. Heart; ? 

Heart. A little bordering upon the Baby, I muſt own. 

Mar. Laud! how can you love one ſo then? But I 
don't think you love me though—do you? 

Heart. Ves, faith, I do, and ſo ſhamefully, that I 
am in hopes you doubt it. 

Mar. Poor Man! he'd fain bring me to Reaſon. [Sm:- 
ling in his Face. } 

Heart. I would indeed, nor am aſham'd to own it— 
nay, were it but poſſible to make you ſerious only when 
you ſhould be ſo, you would be the molt perfect Crea- 
ture of your Sex. 

Mar. O Lud he's civil 

Heart. Come, come, you have good Senſe, uſe me 
but with that, and make me what you pleaſe. 

Mar, Laud! I don't deſire to make any thing of you, 


not J. 


Heart. Don't look fo cold upon me, by Heaven I 
can't bear it. 

Mar. Well! now you are tolerable. [Gently glancing 
on him.) 

Heart. Come then, be generous, and ſwear at leait 


you'll never be another's. 
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Aer. Ah! Lard! now you have ſpoil'd all again; 
beſide, how can I be fure of that before 1 have ſeen this 
t'other Man, my Brother ſpoke to me of? | Read; ty 
her elf Zaiu 

Heart. What Riddlſe's this? [ To the Col.] 

Col. 1 told you, vou did not know all: 17 be ſeri. 
ous, my Father went out but now, on purpole to avoid 
you. In ſhort, he abiolutely retracts his Promiſes, ſays 
he would not have vou fool away your I'ime after m 
Sitter, and in plain Terms told me, he had another 
Man in his Head for her. 

Heart. Another Man ! Confuſion ! who ! what is he! 
did not he name him ? 

Col. No, nor has he yet ſpoke of him to my Siſter, 

Heart. T his is unaccountable What can have gi- 
ven him this ſudden turn? 

Col. Some Whim our Conſcientious Doctor has put 
in his Head, I'll lay my Lite. 

Heart. He ! He can't be ſuch a Villain, he profeſſes 
a Friendſhip for me. 

Col. So much the worſe : By the way, I am now up- 
on the ſcent of a Secret, that I hope ſhortly will prove 
him a Rogue to the whole Nation. 

Heart. You amaze me — But on what Pretence, what 
Ground, what Reaſon, what Intereſt can he have to 
oppole me ? T his Shock is inſupportable. 

[ He lands d and mute. 

Col. ( Afide to Maria.) Are you really as unconcern'd 
now as you ſeem to be ? 

Mar. Thou art a ſtrange Dunce, Brother, thou 
knowelt no more of Love, than I do of a Regiment 
You thall ſee now how ÞI'll comfort him 
| [She goes to Heartly mimicks his Poſture, and 

Uneafine/s, then looks ſeriouſly in his Face, 
and blurts into a Laugh. 

Heart. I don't wonder at your gocd Humour, Ma- 
dam, when you have fo ſubſtantia! an Opportunity to 
make me uneaſy for Life. 

Mar. O lud! how wiſe he is ? Welt! his Reproaches 
have that Greatneſs of Soul—the Confuſion they give 
one is inſupportable Betty, is the Tea ready 1 

nter 
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Enter Betty. 

Bet. Yes, Madam. 

Mar. Mr. Heartly, your Servant. (Exit. 

Col. So, ſo, you have made a fine Spot of Work on't 

indeed. 
* t. Dear Tom, you'll pardon me, if I ſpeak a lit- 
tle freely: I own the Levity of her Behaviour, at this 
time, gives me harder Thoughts, than I once believ'd 
it poſſible to have of her. 

Col. Indeed, my Friend, you miſtake her. 

Heart. O pardon me, had ſhe any real Concern for 
me, the Apprehenſion of a Man's Addreſſes, whom yet 
he never ſaw, mult have alarm'd her to be ſomething 
more than ſerious. 

Cal. Not at all, for (let this Man be who he will) I 
take all this Levity, as a Proof of her Reſolution to 
have nothing to ſay to him. 

Heart. And pray Sir, may I not as well ſuſpect, that 
thisartful Delay of her Good-nature to me now, is meant 
x a proviſional Defence, againit my Reproaches, in caſe, 
when ſhe has ſeen this Man, ſhe ſhould think it conve- 
nient to prefer him to me ? 

Cal. No, no, ſhe's giddy, but not capable of ſo ſe- 
rious a Falſhood. 
: Heart. It's a ſign you don't judge her with a Lover's 

ye. 
Cal. No; but as a ſtander-by, I often ſee more of the 
Game than you do : Don't you know that ſhe is natu- 
rally Coquette? And a Coquette's Play with a ſerious 
Lover, is like a Back-game at Tables, all open at firſt ; 
ſhe'll make you twenty Blots——and you ſpare 
none, take them All up, to be ſure, while ſhe 
gains Points upon you: So that when you eagerly expect 
to end the Game on your fide, flap———as you were, 
ſhe whips up your Man, ſhe's fortified, and you are in 
2 worſe Condition, than when you begun with her — 
Upon which, you know of courſe, you curſe your For- 
tune, and ſhe laughs at you. 

Heart. Faith you judge it rightly II have al- 
ways found it ſo. 

Col. In ſhort, you are in haſte to be up, and ſhe's 

reſolv'd 
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reſoly'd to make you play out the Game at her leiſure; 
you p'ay for the fair Stake, and ſhe for Victory. 

Heart. But ſtill, what could ſhe mean by going away 
ſo abruptly ? 

Cel. You grew too ſerious for her. 

Heart. Why, who could brar ſuch Trifling ? 

Col. You ſhould have laugh'd at her. 

Heart. I can't love at that eaſy rate. 

Col. No If you could, the Uneaſineſs would 
lie on her fide. 

Heart. Do you then really think ſhe has any thing in 
her Heart for me? 

Col. Ay, marry Sir - Ah! if you could but 

t her to own that ſeriouſly now —— Lord! how you 
could love her! 

Heart. And fo I could, by Heaven! 

[eagerly embracing him. 

Col. Ay, but tis not the Nature of the Creature, you 
muſt take her upon her own Terms; tho faith I thought 
ſhe own'd a great deal to you but now : Did not you 
obſerve, when you were impatient, with what a con- 
ſcious Vanity ſhe cry'd Now you are tolerable? 

Heart. Nay, the Devil can be agreeable when ſhe 
pleaſes. 

Col. Well, well, Þ'll undertake for her; if my Father 
don't ſtand in your way, we are well enough, and I don? 
queſtion, but the Alarm he has given us, like his other 
politick Projects, will end all in Fumo. 

Heart. What ſays my Lady? you don't think ſhe's a 
gainſt us. 

Col. I dare {wear ſhe is not, ſhe's of ſo ſoft, ſo ſweet 
a Diſpoſition, that even Provocation can't make her your 
Enemy. 

Heart. How came fo fine a Creature to marry your 
Father, with ſuch a vaſt inequality of Years ? 

Col. Want of Fortune, Frank She was poor and 
beautiful; he rich and amorous——She made him haps 
Py, and he her—— — | 

Heart. A Lady. 

Col. And a Jointure——Now ſhe's the only one in the 
Family, that has Power with our preciſe Doctor, "oy 
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e ſhe'll uſe it with him, to perſuade my Fa- 
— thing that's againſt your Intereſt. By the 
| muſt know, I have ſome ſhrewd Suſpicions, 
that this ſanctify'd Rogue is carnally in love with her. 

Heart. O the liquoriſh Raſcal ! 

Col. You ſhall judge by the Symptoms: Firſt, he's 
ealous of every Male Thing that comes near her; and 
under a friendly Pretence of guarding my Father's Ho- 
nour, has perſuaded him toaboliſh her Aſſemblies: Nay, 
at the laſt Maſquerade this conſcientious Spy (unknown 
to ber) was eternally at her Elbow, in the Habit of a 
Cardinal. At Dinner be never fails to fit next her, and 
will eat nothing but what ſhe helps him ; a'ways takes 
her fide in Argument, and when he bows after Grace, 
conſtantly ogles her ; bids my Siſter, if ſhe would look 
hvely, learn to dreſs by her; and, at the Tea- Table, I 
have ſeen the impudent Goat moſt luſciouſly ſip off her 
leavings. She loſt one of her Slippers t'other day, (by 
the way ſhe has a —_— pretty Foot) and what do you 
think was become of it? 

Heart. You puzzle me. 

Cal. I-gad, this love-fick Monkey had ſtole it for a 

wate Play-thing, and one of the Houſe-maids, when 

clean'd his Study, found it there with one of her 
old 1 in the middle of it. 4 
art. Av roper Relique to put him in mind 
his — 6s F _ 1 F 
Col. But mum! here he comes. 
Enter Doctor Wolf, and Charles. 

Def. Charles, ſtep into my Study, and bring down 
half a Dozen more of thoſe Manual Devotions that I 
compos'd for the Uſe of our Friends in Priſon: and, 
doſt thou hear? leave this Writing there, but bring me 
the Key, and then bid the Butler ring to Prayers 


[Exit Charles. 


Mr. Hearth, I am your moſt faithful Servant, I hope 


you and the good Colonel will ſtay and join in the 
pnvate Duties of the Family. 
Heart. With all my heart, Sir, provided you'll do 
. of a Subject too, and not leave out the Prayer 
oyal Family, 


DoF. 
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Doc. The good Colonel knows, I never do omit it. 

Col. Sometimes, Doctor; but I don't remember, 1 
ever once heard you name them. 

Do#. I hat's only to ſhorten the Service, leſt in 
large a Family, ſome few vain, idle Souls, might think 
it tedious; and we ought, as it were, to allure them to 
what's good, by the gentleſt, eaſieſt Means we can. 

Heart. How ! how Doctor! Are you ſure that's your 
only Reaſon for leaving their Names out? 

Dock. But, pray Sir, why is Naming them ſo abſo- 
lutely neceflary ? when Heaven, without it, knows the 
true Intention of our Hearts? Beſide, why 
ſhould we, when we ſo eaſily may avoid it, give the 
leaſt colour of Offence to tender Conſciences ? 

Col. Ay! now you begin to open, Doctor 

Hear. Have a care, Sir, the Conſcience that equivo- 
cates in its Devotions, muſt have the blackeſt Colour 
Hell can paint it with. 

Col. Well faid! To him, Hearty. 

Heart. Your Conſcience, I dare ſay, won't be eafily 
convinc'd, while your Scruples turn to ſo good account 
in a private Family. 

Do#. What, am I to be baited then— but twor 
be always Holiday [ Frownrirg. ] The Time's now 
yours, but mine may come. | 

Col. What do you mean, Sir ? 

Doct. Sir, I ſhall not explain myſelf, but make your 
beſt of what I've ſaid. I'm not to be intrap'd by all 

our ſervile Spies of Power But Power, per- 
aps, may change its Hands, and you, e'er long, a 
little dare to ſpeak your Mind as I do. 

Col. ¶ Taking him by the Collar. ] Hark you, Sirrah! 
Dare you menace the Government in my hearing? 

Heart. Nay, Colonel. [ Interpoſing, 

Dock. Tis well! 

Col. Traitor! but that our Laws have Chains an! 
Gibbets for ſuch Villains, I'd this Moment crackle all 
thy Bones to Splinters. [ Shakes him. 

Da. Very well! your Father, Sir, ſhall know my 
Treatment. 


Heart. Nay, dear Colonel, let him go. 
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Col. I ask your pardon, Frank, I am aſhamed that 
ſuch a Wretch could move me ſo. 

Heart. Come, compoſe yourſelf. 

Do. LH ide, and recovering himſelf.) No! I'll take 
no Notice of it— I know he's warm and weak enough 
to tell this as his own Story to his Father— let him— 
tis better ſo— 'cwill but confirm Sir Job in his good 
* of my Charity, and ſerve to ruin him the 

; Exit. 

Heart. Was there ever ſo inſolent a Raſcal ? 

Col. The Dog will one day provoke me to beat his 
Brains out. 

Heart. Who could have believ'd ſuck outragious Arro- 
gance could have lurk'd under fo Lamb-like an Outſide ? 

Col. This Fellow has the Spleen and Spirit of ten 
Beclets in him. 

Heart. What the Devil is he? whence came he? 
what's his Original? Is he really a Doctor? 

Cal. So he pretends, and that he loſt his Living in 
Ireland upon his refuſing tle Oaths to the Government, 
Now I have made the ſtricteſt Inquiries, and can't find 
the leaſt Evidence, that ever he was in the Country. 
But as I hinted to you) there is now in Priſon a poor 
unhappy Rebel I went to School with, whoſe Pardon 
I am ſolliciting, and he aſſures me, he knew him very 
well in Flanders, and in ſuch Circumſtances, as when 
it can be ſerviceable to me to know them, he faithfully 
promiſes to diſcover, but begs till then I will not inſiit 
upon it. 

Heart. V'gad this Intelligence may be worth your 
cheriſhing. 

Col. Hah! here's my Siſter again. 

Enter Maria haſtily, Doctor Wolf following. 

Mar. You'!l find, Sir. I will not be uſed thus: Nor 


— your Credit with my Father protect your Inſole nee 
me. | 


Heart. 
and . What's the matter? 
Col. 
Mar. Nothing, pray be quiet — I dert want 
yYou— and out ot the way—— [ They vetire. 


B Col. 
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Col. What has the Dog done to her ? 

Mar. How durſt you bolt with fuch Authority int 
my Chamber wichout giving me Notice ? | 

Heart. Confuſion! 

Col. Now, Frank, whoſe turn is it to keep 


their Temper. 


Heart. ¶Struggling.] Tis not mine I'm ſure. & Apart. 

Col. Hold it my Father won't reſent 
this, 'tis then time enough fur me to do it. 

Do#. Compoſe your Franſport, Madam, I came by 
your Father's Deſire, who being inform'd that you were 
entertaining Mr. Hearty, grew impatient, and gave his 
2 Command, that you attend him inſtantly, or 

e himſelf, he ſays, will fetch you. 

Heart. So! mow the Storm is riſing. | 
Dag. So for what | have done, Madam, I had his 
Authority, and ſhall leave him to aniwer you. 

Mar. "Tis falſe, he gave you no Authority to inſult 
me; or if he had, did you juppoſe I would bear it 
from you? What is it you prelume upon? your Fun- 
&ion! Dees that exempt you from the Manners of 4 
Gentleman ? 

Doc. Shall J have any anſwer to your Father, Lady! 

Mar. Lil ſend him none by you. 

Doe. I ſhall inform him fo [Exit, 

Mar. A \awcy Puppy. 

Col. Prithee, Siſter, what has the Fellow done to 
you ? 

Heart. I beg you tel! us, Madam. 

Mar. Nay, no great matter. but I was fitting 
careleſly in my Dreſſing Room — a — a faſtning my 
Garter with my Face juſt towards the Door, and this 
impudent Cur, without the leaſt Notice, comes Bounce 
in upon me and my deviliſh Hoop hapning to 
hitch in the Chair, I was an Hour before I could get 
down my Petticoats. 

Heart. The Rogue muſt be corrected. 

Co/. Yet I'gad, I can't help laughing at the Accident! 
What a ridiculous Figure mutt ſhe make! ha! ha! 

Mar. Hah! you're as impudent as he, I think : Well, 
but had not I beit go to my Father? 

Heart. 


th 
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Mart. Now, now, dear Tom, ſpeak to her before ſhe 
goes, this is the very Criſis of my Life 
[ 4part to the Colonel. 

Mar. What does he ſay, Brother? 

Cal. Why he wants to have me ſpeak to you, and I 
would have him do it himtelf. 

Mar. Av, come, do, earth, I am in good Hu- 
mour now. 

Heart. O Maria ! — my Heart is burſting 

Mar. Well, well, out with it. 

Heart. Your Father, now, I fee is bent on parting u. 
Nay, what's yet worle, perhaps, will give you to ano 
ther—— I cannot ipeak—— Imagine what 1 vert 
from ou 

Mar. Well O lud! one loolts fo filly though, 
when one's {erious — O Ged — in thor; 1 cannot 
get it out. 

Col. 1 warrant you, try again. 

Mar. O lud well — if one muſt be tele'd 
then — why he muit hope, I think. 

Heart. 1:'t poilble ? — Thus — 

Cal. Buz [ Stopping his Mouth) not a Syllable, 
ſhe has done very well, 1 bar all Heroicks ; if you 
prels it roo far, [11 hold Six to Four, ſhe's oli again 
in a Moment. 

Heart. L am ſilenc'd. 

Mar. Now am I on tiptoe to know what odd Fel- 
bw my Father has found out for me. 

Heart. I'd give ſomething to know him. 

Mar. Hc's in a terrible ruſs at your being bere, I 
ind — I had beſt go to him. 

Col. By all means. 

Mar. O bleſs us! here be comes piping hot to fetch 
me! Now we are all in a fine Pickle. 

Enter Sir John baſtily== He ta tes Maria ander his Arn, 
Cocks His Hat, Nod, frowcning at Heartly, and cart ic; 
ber off. 

Col. S0 — Well faid Doctor! "tis he, I'm ſure las 

wn this Fire. What horrid Hands is this pour Fa 
mily fallen into? and how the Traitor teems to tri 
umph in his Power? How litile is my Father lilce kim 
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lelf? by Nature, Open, Juſt, Generous; but this vile 
| Hypocrite drives his weak Paſſions like the Wind, and 
| I foreſee, at laſt, will daſh him on his Ruin. 
Heart. Nothing but your ſpeedily detecting him can 
prevent it 
Col. I have a Thought, and 'tis the only one that 
can expoſe him to my Father — Come Frank, be 
cheerful; in ſome unguarded Hour, we yet, perhaps, 
this lu King Thief, 
Withaut his Holy Fizor, may ſurprize, 
And lay th Impoſtor nated to his Eyes. 


[ E xeurt, 
The End of the Firſt ACT. 


rr. 
Charles, with a Writing in his Hand. 


Charles. IS ſo! I have long ſuſpedted 

where his Zeal would end, in the 
making of his private Fortune But then to found 
it on the Ruin of his Patron's Children, makes me 
ſhudder at the Villany : What Deſperation may a Son 
be driven to, ſo barbarouſly diſinterited ? — Belide 
his Daughter, fair Maria too is wrong'd ; wrong d in 
the moſt tender Point: For ſo extravagant is this Set- 
tlement, it leaves her not a Shilling, but on her con- 
ditionally marrying with the Doctor's Conſent ; which 
ſeems, by what I've heard, intended as an Expedient, 
to oblige her to accept the Doctor himſelf for be 
Husband : Now, 'twere but an honeſt part to let Mars 
know this Snare that's laid for her: this Deed's not 
ſign'd, and might be yet prevented — it ſhall be ſo — 
'twere Folly not to try My Condition can't be 
worſe Who knows low far her Good- Nature m 


think herſelf oblig'd for the Diſcovery ? — . 
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main, as be has done mine, all Families he comes into? 
Enter Sir John, Lady Woodvil, and Maria. 

Sir 70%. O, Charles, your Maſter wants you wo 
ganſcribe ſome Letters. 

Charles. Sir, I'll wait on him, [Exit Charles, bowing 

reſpedtſully to the Ladies. 

Mar. A pretty well-bred Fellow that. 

Sir Fabn. Ay, ay; but he his better Qualities than 
his good Breeding ; he is honeſt. 

Mar. He's always clean too. 

Sir John. I wonder, Daughter, when thou wilt take 
notice of a Man's real Merit Humph ! well-bred, 
and clean forſootj Would not one think now, ſhe 
were deſcribing a Coxcomb ? 

Mar. But, dear Papa, do you make no allowance 
for one's Taſte ? 

Sir Jobn. Taſte; hah! and One's Taſte ? That Ma- 
dam One 1s to me the moſt provoking, impertinent Jade 
alive; and Taſte is the true Picture of her ſenſelef<, 
ſickly Appetite : When do you hear my Wife talk at this 
rate? and yet ſhe is a: young as your fantaſtical I ad yſhip 

Lady W. Maria's of a cheerful Temper, my Dear, 
but I know you don't think ſhe wants Diſcretion. 

Sir John. I ſhall try that preſently, and you, Sweet 
heart, ſhall judge between us: In ſhort, Daughter, your 
Courſe of Life is but one continual Round of playing 
the Fool to no purpoſe; and therefore 1 am reſolv'd to 
make you think ſeriouſly, and marry. 

Mar. 'T hat I ſhall do before I marry, Sir, you may 

upon't. 

Sir John. Um — That I am not ſo ſure of —but you 
may depend upon my having thought ſeriouſly, and 
that's as well: For the Perſon I intend you, is of all 
the World the only Man can make you truly happy. 

Mar. And of all the World, Sir, that's the only 
Man, I'll pofitively marry. | 

Lady W. [ 4fide to Mar.] Thou haſt rare Courage, 
Maria; if 1 had ſuch a Game to play, I ſhould be 
trighted out of my Wits. 


Mar. Lord, he'll make nothing on't, de- 
pend upon it. [ Aide 
B 3 Sir 
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Sir John. Mind what I ſay to you— This wonderfyb 
Man, 1 fay— Firit, as to his Principles both in Church 
and State, is unqueſtionable. 

Mar. Sir, I leave all that to you, for I ſhould never 
as k him a Queſtion about either of them. 

Sir Jabn. You need not, I am fully ſatisfied of 
both— He is a true, ftanch Member of the Englib 
Catholick Church. 

Mar. Methinlss though, I would not have him a Ro- 
man Cathalick, Sir, becauſe you know of double Taxes, 

Sir John. No, he's no Roman. 

Mar. Very well, Sir 

Sir John. Then as to the State, he'll ſhortly be one 
of the molt conſiderable Men in the Kingdom, and 
that too in an Office for Lite; which, on whatſoever 
pietence of Nliebehaviour, no Civil Government can 
deprive him of. 

Mar. Thad fine indeed; I was afraid he had been 
a Clergyman. 

Sir Jobn. I have not yet ſaid what his Function is 
As for his private Life— he's ſober. 

Mar. Ol I ſhould hate a Sot. 

Sir John. Chaſte. 

Mar. A hem! -— [ fifing # b. 

Sir Fohn. What is't you ſneer at, Madam ? You 
want one of your fine Gentleman-Rakes, I ſuppoſe, 
that are ſnapping at every Woman they meet with. 

Mar. No, no, Sir, I am very well ſatisfied I - 
| thould not care for ſach a fort of Man no more than 
I ſhould for one that every Woman was ready to ſnap at. 

Sir Jahn. No, you'll be ſecure from Jealouſy ; he has 
Experience, Ripeneſs of Years ; he is almoſt Forty Nine: 
Your Sex's Vanities will have no Charm for him. 

Mar. But all this while, Sir, I don't find that he has 
wy Charm for our Sex's Vanity: How does he look? 
Is he tall, well made? Does he dreſs, fing, talk, laugh, 
and dance well? Has he a good Air, good Teeth, fine 
Kyes, fine fair Perriwi Does he keep his 
(Chaiſe, Coach, Chariot, and Berlin with fix flouncing 
Flanders? Does he wear blue Velvet, clean white Stoc- 
kings, and ſubſcribe to the Opera ? 
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Fir Fobn. Was there ever ſo profligate a Creature 
What will this Age come to ? | | 

Lady W. Nay, Maria, here I muſt be againſt vou 
Now you are blind i ndeed, a Woman's Happineſs has 
litle to do with the Pleaſure her Huſband takes in his 


own Perſon. : 

Sir John. Right. 

Lady W. Tis not how he looks, but how he loves 
is the Point. 

Sir Fobn. Good again! 

W. And a Wife is much more ſecure, that has 
Charms for her LIuſband, than when the Huiband has 
only Charms for ker. 

Sir John. Admirable ! Go on, my Dear. 

W. Do you think, Child, a Woman of Five 
and twenty may net be much happier with an honeit 
Man of Fifty, than the fineſt Woman of Fifty with a 
young Fellow ot Five and twenty; 

Sir Tabu. Mark that. 

Mar. Ay, but when two Five and twenties come to- 
Dear Papa, you muit allow they have a 
chance to be hfty times as pleatant and frolickſome. 

Sir Fobn. Frolickſome! why you ſenſual Ideot, what 
have Frolicks to do with tolid Happineſs? Iam aſham'd 
of you—Go! you talk worle than a Girl at a Boarding - 

l-Frolickiome! as if Marriage were only a II- 
cence for two People to play the Fool according to Law? 
Methinks, Madam, you have a better Example of Hap- 

ineſs before your Face Here's one has ten times your 
Undrtandin, and ſhe, you find, has made a different 
ice. 

Mar. Lord, Sir! how you talk? you don't conſider 
Peoples Temper: I don't ſay my Lady is not in the 
right; but then you know, Papa, ſhe's a Prude, and I 
am a Coquet; ſhe becomes her Character very well, I 
don't deny it, and I hope you ſee every thing I do is as 

with mine: Your wiſe Folks may lay dowr. 

wat Rules they pleaſe; but tis Conſtitution that go- 

derm us all, and you can no more bring me, Sir, to en- 

dure a Man of Forty-nine, than you can perſuade my 
to dance in a Church to the Organ. 

B 4 Si; 
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Sir John. Why you wicked Wretch, could any thing 
perſuade you to that? 

Mar. Lord, Sir! I won't anſwer for any thing I 
ſhould do when the Whim's in my Head: You know [ 
always lov'd a little Flirtation. 

Sir Fohn. O horrible! My poor Mother has ruin'd 
her; leaving her a Fortune in her own hands, has turn'd 
her Brain: In ſhort, your Sentiments of Life are ſhame- 
tul, and I am reſolv'd upon your inſtant Reformation; 
therefore, as an Earneſt of your Obedience, I ſhall firſt 
inſiſt, that you never ſee young ry more; for in 
one word, the good and pious Doctor Wolf's the Man 
that I have decreed your Huſband. 

Mar. Ho! ho! ho! [ Laughing aloud.) 

Sir John. *Tis very well—this Laugh you think be. 
comes you, but I ſhall ſpoil your Mirth — no more 
give me a ſerious Anſwer. 

Mar. [Gravwely] ] aſk your pardon, Sir, I ſhould not 
have ſmil'd indeed, could I — ſuppos'd it poſſible 
that you were ſerious. | 

Sir Tabu. You'll find me fo. 

Mar. I am ſorry for it; but I have an Objection to 
the Doctor, Sir, that moſt Fathers think a ſubſtanti d 
one. 

Sir John. Name it. 

Mar. Why, Sir, you know he is not worth a Groat. 

Sir 7obn. That's more than you know, Madam; I 


am able to give bim a better Eſtate than I am afraid 
you'll deſerve. 


Mar. How, Sir? 

Sir Fohn. I have told you what's my Will, and ſhall 
leave you to think on't. | 

Enter Charles. 

Charles. 5 to Sir John. ] Sir, if you are at leiſure, 
the Doctor deſires a private Conference with you, upon 
Buſineſs of Importance. 

Sir John. Where is he? : 

Charles. In his own Chamber, Sir, juſt taking his 
leave of the Count and another Gentleman, that came 
this Morning Expreſs from Avignon: He has ſent you 
too the Note you aſk'd him for. 
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Sir John. Tis well; I'll come to him immediately 
Exit. Charles. ] Daughter, I am call'd away, and there- 
= have only time to tell you, as my laſt Reſolution, 
that if you expect a Shilling from me, the Doctor is 
your Huſband, or I'm no more your Father. 
[Exit Sir John, and drops the Paper. 
Mar. O Madam! I am at my Wits end, not for the 
little Fortune I may loſe in diſobeying my Father; but 
it ſtartles me to find what a dangerous Influence this 
Fellow has o'er all his Actions. 
W. Dear Maria, I am now as much alarm'd 
as you; for though in compliance to your Father, I 
have been always inclin'd to think charitably of this 
Doctor, yet now I am convinc'd 'tis time to be upon our 
guard—he's ſtepping into his Eſtate too! 
Mar. Here's my Brother, Madam, we'll conſult with 


him. 
To them the Colonel. 

Cal. Madam, your moſt obedient—Well, Siſter, is 
the Secret out? Who is this pretty Fellow my Father 
has pickt up for you? 

Mar. Ev'n our agreeable Doctor. 

Col. You are not ſetious. 

Lady W. He's the very Man, I can aſſure you, Sir. 

Col. Confuſion ! What would the Fei Cormorant 
Cevour the whole Family? Your Ladyſhip knows he 3 
ſecretly in love with you too. 

Lady W. Fy! fy! Colonel. 

Col. I aſk your pardon, Madam, if I ſpeak too free- 
ly; but I am ſure, by what I have ſeen, your Lady- 
ſhip muſt ſuſpe& ſomething of it. 

Lad) W. I am ſorry any body elſe has ſeen it; but I 
muſt own his Civilities of late have been ſomething 
warmer than I thought became him. 

Col. How then are theſe Oppoſites to be reconcil'd ? 
Can the Raſcal have the Aſſurance to think both theſe 
Points are to be carried? But he does nothing like 
ether People; he's a Contradiction ev'n to his own 
Character: Moſt of your Non- Jurors now are generally 
People of a free and open Diſpoſition, mighty Preten- 

to a Conſcience of Honour indeed; But you ſeldom 
B 5 ſee 


34 The Non-]vnoR. 


{e2 them put on the leaſt Shew of Religion: But this 
formal Hypocrite always has it at his Tongue's end, and 
there it ſticks, for it never gets into his Heart; I'll an- 
ſwer for him. 

Lady W. Ay, but that's the Charm, that firſt got 
him into Sir Jo%'s Heart; who, good Man, is him- 
ſelf, I am ſure, fincere ; however now miſguided, *twas 
not fo much his Principles of Government, as his well- 

ainted Piety; his ſeeming Self-denia], Reſignation, 
Patience, and humble Out: ide, that gave him ſirſt ſo 
warm a Lodging in his Boſom. 

Mar. My Lady has judg'd it perfectly right. 

Col. I am afraid 'tis too true: There has been his 
ſureſt Footing! But here we are puzzled again W hat 
ſubtile Fetch can he have, in being really in love with 
your Ladyſhip; and, at the ſame time, making ſuch a 
Duſtle to marry my Sitter ? 

Mar. Truly one would not ſuſpe him to be fo ter- 
magant: I fancy the Gentleman might have his hands 
full of one of us. 

Col. And yet his Zeal pretends to be ſo ſhock'd atall 
indecent Amours, that in the Country he us'd to make 
the Maids lock up the Turky-cocks every Saturday 
Night, for fear they ſhould gallant the Hens on a Suns 
&V. 

Lady W. O! Ridiculous. 

(el. Upon my Life, Madam, my Siſter told me fo. 

Mar. I tell you fo : You impudent 

Lady W. Fye! Maria, he only jeſts with you. 

Mar. How can you be ſuch a Monſter, to be playing 
the fool here, when you have more reaſon to be fright- 
ed out of your Wits? You don't know, perhaps, that 
6y Father declares hell ſettle a Fortune upon this Fel- 
LOW 00. 

Cel. What do you mean? 

Lady W. Tis wo true; 'tis not three Minutes ſince 
ke ſaid fo. 

Col. Nay, then, *tis time indeed his Eyes were o- 
pen'd ; and give me leave to ſay, Madam, tis only in 
Jour power to ſave not only me, but EVER MY Father 
tea from Ruin. 
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Lady W. I ſhall eaſily come into any thing of that 


kind that's practicable What is't you propoſe? 
Col. Why, if this Fellow (which I am ſure of) is 
really in love with you, give him a fair Opportunity 
to declare himſelf, and leave me to make my advan- 
of it. 
Lady W. I apprehend you 
wrong thing ; 
Mar. Dear Madam, *tis the only way in the World 


I am loth to do a 


- to expoſe him to my Father. 


Lady W. I'll think of t—— [Mug] 
Col. When you do, Madam, I am ſure you will come 
into 1t. 
How now ! What Paper's this ? 'tis the Doctor's Hand. 
Mar. I believe my Father dropt it. 
Cal. What's here? ' [Reads.] 


Laid out at ſeveral times for the Secret Service of His 
M 
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Thyme, 8 Foo 18 ©0 
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Ditto, To Simon Chaunter Pariſh 
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itte, — For Lemmons and Arrack ſent 
into Newgate, — — Fog 3 


Col. Well, while they drink it in Newgate, much 
good may it do them. 


extraordinary Trouble in acquit- $53 15 o 


Paid to Henry Conſcience, ſuryman, ſor) 
ung Sir Preſtan Rebel of his Indictment, J. 
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3 & 
Allow'd to Patrick Mac-Rogue, of the 
Foot-Guards, for prevailing with his o4 o6 06 
Comrade to deſert, h 
Given as Smart-Money to Humphrey 
Stanch, Cobler, lately whipt for ſpeak- > 03 04 06 -4 
ing his Mind of the Government, — 
Paid to Abel Perkin, News-Writer, for 
divers ſeaſonable Paragraphs, 
Aug. the 1ſt, Paid to Fohn Shoplift and 
Thomas Highway, for endeavouring to >o2 o3 co 
put out * JR Bonfire, 3 
Aug. the 2d. Paid the Surgeon for Sear- 
Both, for their Bruiſes, or or 6 


Was there ever ſuch a Heap of ſtupid, eold- ſcented 
Treaſon? Now, Madam, I hope you fee the Necuſſity F 
of blowing up this Traitor: Theſe are Lengths I did not t 
think my Father had gone with him : What vile, what 
low Sedition, has he made him ſtoop to? 

Lady W. I tremble at the Precipice he ſtands on! 

Mar. O bleſs us! I am in a cold Sweat; dear Brother, 
leave it where you found it 

Lady W. By all means; if Sir Jon ſhould know it's 
in your hands, it may make him deſperate 

Cal. You are in the right, Madam. 

[ He lays down the Paper. 

Lady W. Let's ſteal into tha next Room, and obſerve 
that no body elſe takes it up; he'll certainly come back 
to look fort. 

Col. But I muſt leave you, poor Heartly ſtays for me 
at White's; and he'll fit upon Thorns, till I bring him 

an account of his new Rival. 

Mar. Well, well, get you gone then. [ Exeunt, 

Enter Sir John in @ Harry. 

Sir Jobn. Undone! Ruin'd! where could I drop this 
Paper? — Hold — let's ſee — He finds it.] Ah! here it 
is — What a bleſſed Scape was this? If my hot-brain'd 
Son had found it, I ſuppoſe by to-morrow, he would 
have been begging my Eitate for the Diſcovery.— 
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Enter _ ö 
Doctor! all's well: I have found my Paper. 
1 Doc. I am ſincerely glad of it It might have ruin'd 


ir John. Well, Sir, what fay our laſt Advices from 


1 "of ; a 

ov. All right—The Council has approv'd our 
Scheme, and preſs mightily for Diſpatch among our 
Friends in England. 

Sir John. But pray Doctor 

Doc. Hold, Sir,—now we are alone, give me leave 
to inform you better Not that I am vain of any 
worldly Title; but ſince it has pleas'd our Court to dig- 
nify me, our Church's Right obliges me to take it. 

Sir Fobx. Pray, Sir, explain. 

Doc. Our laſt Expreſs has brought me this [he Seb 
a Writing] which (far unworthy, as I am) promotes me 
to the vacant See of Thetford. 

Sir Fobz. Is it poſſible? My Lord, I joy in your Ad- 
yancement. 

De8. It is indeed a Spiritual Comfort to find my La- 
bours in the Cauſe are not forgotten; though I muſt own 
ſome leſs conſpicuous Inſtance of their Favour had bet- 
ter ſuited me: Such high Diſtinctions are invidious ; 
and it would really grieve me, Sir, among my Friends, 
to meet with Envy where I only hope for Love; not 
but I ſabmit in any way to ſerve them. 

Sir John. Ah! good Man! this Meekneſs will, I 
hope, one day be rewarded — but pray, Sir — my 
Lord !/—[ beg your Lordſhip's pardon—pray what other 
News? how do all our Friends? are they in heart, and 
chearful ? 

Doc. Toa Man! never in ſuch ſanguine hopes—the 
Court's extremely throng'd—never was there ſuch a con- 
courſe of Warlike Exiles: though they talk, this ſh 
Seaſon, of removing farther into Ttaly, for the benefit 
of milder Air: Well! The Catholicks are the ſincereſt 
Friends ! | 

Sir Fobn. Nay, I muft do them Juſtice, they are 
truly zealous in the Cauſe, and it has often grie vd my 


Heart, 
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Heart, that our Churches Differences are ſo utterly ir. 
reconcileable. | 

Deo#. O nouriſh ſtill that charitable Thought! there's 
ſomething traly Great and Humane in it; and 
Sir, if you examine well the Doctrines laid down, 
my learned Predeceſſor, in his Ca/e of Schiſm, you wi 
find thoſe Differences are not ſo terribly material, as 
ſome obſtinate Schiſmaticks would paint them: Ah! 
could we but be brought to Temper, a great many 
_ Contradictions might be reconcil'd on both 
ſides: But while the Laity will interpret for themſelves, 
there is indeed no doing it. Now, could we, Sir, like 
other Nations, but once reſtrain that monſtrous Licence; 
ah! Sir, a Union then might ſoon be practicable. 

Sir John. Auh! 'twill never do here: The ENI 
are a ſtubborn headſtrong People, and have been ſo long 
indulg'd in the ule of their own Senſes, that, while 
they have Eyes in their Heads, you will never be able 
to perſuade them they can't ſee, there's no making them 
give up their Humane Evidences: and your Credo, quia 
Impoſſibile eſt, is an Argument they will always make a 
jeſt of. No, no, it is not Force will do the thing, 
your Preſs'd Men don't always make the beſt Soldiers. 
And truly, my Lord, we ſeem to be wrong too in ano- 
ther Point, to which I have often imputed the ill Suc- 
ceſs of our Cauſe: And that is, the taking into our 
Party ſo many looſe Perſons of diſſolute and abandon d 
Morals ; Fellows, whom in their daily private Courſe 
of Life, the Pillory and Gallows ſeem to groan for. 

Do8. is true indeed, and I have often wiſh'd 'twere 
poſſible to do without them, but in a Multitude all Men 
won't be all Saints; and then again they are really uſe- 
fal; nay, and in many things, that ſober Men. will not 
ſtoop to They ſerve, poor Curs, to bark at the Go- 
vernment in the open Streets, and keep up the whole - 
ſome Spirit of Clamour in the common . and, 
Sir, you cannot conceive the wonderful uſe of Clamour, 

"tis ſo teizing to a Miniſtry, it makes them winch and 
fret, and grow uneaſy in their Poſts —— Ah! many a 
comfortable Point has been gain'd by Clamour ! 'tis in 


the Nature of Mankind to yield more to that, than 
8 Reaſon 
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Reaſon Even Focrates himſelf could not reſiſt it; for 
wiſe, as he was, yet you ſee his Wife Aantippe carried 
all her Points by Clamour. Come, come, Clamour is 
a uſeful Monſter, and we muſt feed the hungry Mouths 
of it; it bong of the laſt Importance to us, that hope to 


change the Government, to let it have no quiet. 

Sir John. Well, there is indeed no reſiſting meer Ne- 

ty. | | 
2 Beſides, if we ſuffer e to cool here at 
home, our Friends abroad will ſend us over nothing but 
Excuſes. | 

Sir John. "Tis true, but ſtill I am amaz'd, that Farce 
ſo totally ſhould have left us — Mardy te, they ſay, will 
certainly be demoliſh'd. 

Do#. No matter, let them go—we have made a good 
Exchange, our New Ally is yet better, as he is leſs 
ſuſpecte But to give them their due, we have no 
Spirits among us, like the Women, the Ladies have 
ſupported our Cauſe with a ſurprizing Conſtancy. O! 
there's no daunting tier. ev'n with ill Succeſs! they 
will ſtarve their very Van.ties, their Vices, to feed their 
Loyalty : I am inform'd that my good Lady Counteſs of 
Night-and-Day has never been ſcen in a new Gown, 
or has once thrown a Die at any of the Aſſemblies, 
fince our laſt general Contribution. 

Sir John. 5 my good Lord, if our Court abroad but 
knew what Obligations they have to your indefatigable 
Endeavours 

De#. Alas! Sir, I can only boaſt an honeſt Heart, 
my Power is weak, I only can aſſiſt them with my 
Prayers and zealous Wiſhes ; or if I had been ſervice- 
able, have not you, Sir, overpaid me? Your Daughter, 


vir, the fair Maria, is a Reward no Merit can pretend 
to 


Sir John. Nay, good my Lord, this tender Grati- 
tude confounds me—O! this inſenfible Girl—Pray ex- 
cuſe e— IFeeps. 
Do. You ſeem concern'd, pray what's amiſs ? 
Sir Fob. That I ſhould be the Father of fo blind a 
Child; alas! ſhe flights the Bleſſing [ propos'd, ſhe ſees 
Jou not, my Lord, with my fond Eyes; but lay 1 
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I beſeech you, at my door, the ungrateful Stubborn- 
neſs of a thoughtleſs Girl. | 

Do8. Nay, Sir, be not thus concern'd for me, 
we muſt allow her Female Modeſty a time; your ſtrict 
Commands perhaps too ſuddenly furpriz'd her: Maids 
muſt be ſlowly, gently dealt with; and might J, Sir, 
preſume to adviſe | 

Sir Jobs. Any thing; your Will ſhall govern me 
and her. 

Do8. Then, Sir, abate of your Authority, and let 
the Matter reſt a while : Suppoſe I firſt ſhould beg your 
good Lady, Sir, to be my Friend to her: Women 
will hear from their own Sex, what ſometimes, ev'n 
from the Man they like, would ſtartle them: May I 
have your Permiſſion, Sir, when Dinner is remov'd, 
to entertain my Lady on this SubjeR privately ? 

Sir Fohn. O! by all means, and troth, it is an ex- 
cellent Thought; Fll go this Inftant, and prepare her 
to receive you, and will myſelf contrive your Oppor- 
tunity. 
= You are too good to me, Sir too bountiful. 
Sir Fohn. Nay, now, my Lord, you drive me from 


you. 
 De#. Pray pardon me. 

Sir Jobn. No more, 1 beg you, good my Lord 
your Servant. [ Exit, 

Do#. Ha! ha! What noble Harveſts have been 
reaped from bigoted Credulity, nor ever was a better 
Initance of it. Would it not make one ſmile ! that it 
ſhould ever enter into the Brains of this Man (whe can 
in other Points diſtinguiſh like a Man) that a Pro- 
teſtant Church can never be ſecure, till it has a Popiſh 
Prince to defend it. 

Enter Charles. 
So Charles, haſt thou finiſh'd thoſe Letters ? 

Charles. 1 have brought them, Sir. 

Dee. Tis very well, let them be ſea!'d without # 
Direction, and give them to Aaron Sham the Few, 
when he calls for them——O ! and— here ſtep your- 
ſelf this Afternoon to Mr. Defeazance of Gray -In, 
and give him this Thirty-Pound Bill from Sir mow 


| 
| 
| 
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Farben; beg him to fit up Night and Day till the 
Writings are finifli'd : For his Trial certainly comes on 
this Week ; he knows we can't always be ſure of a 
jury, and a Moment's delay may make the Commiſſi- 
oners lay hold of his Eſtate. 

Charles. My Lord, I'll take the utmoſt Care. 

Dea. Well, Charles. [Gravel fmiling. 

Charles. Sir John has told me of the new Duty I 
ought to pay you when in private. 

ot. Bu take eſpecial heed, that it be only pri- 


Charles. Your Lordſhip need not caution me - my 
Lord, I hear another Whiſper in the Family; Im 
told you'll ſhortly be allied to it; Sir 7%, they ſay, 
has actually conſented ; I hope, my Lord, you'll find 
the fair Maia too, as yielding. 

Do#. Such a Propoſal has indecd been ſtarted, but 
it will end in nothing: Maria is a giddy wanton 
thing, not form'd to make a wiſe Man happy; her 
Life's too vain, too ſenſual to elevate a Heart like 
mine: No, no, I have Views more ſerious. 

Charles. O my fluttering Joy! [ Aide. 

o#. Marriage is a State too turbulent for me. 

Charles. But with Sir John's Conſent, my Lord, her 
Fortune may be conſiderable. 

Dea. Thou know'ſt, Charles, my Thoughts of Hap- 
pineſs were never form'd on Fortune. | 

Charles. No! I find that by the Settlement. [ Aid. 

Dock. Or if they were, they would be there impoſ- 
fible; Maria's vain diſtaſte of me, I know's as gee + 
rooted, as my Contempt of her: And canſt thou thi 
I'd ſtain my Character to be a Wanton's Mockery, to 
follow through the Wilds of Folly ſhe wou'd lead me; 
to cringe and doat upon a ſenſeleſs Toy, that every 
Feather in a Hat can purchaſe ? 

Charles. But mayn't Sir Jahn take it ill, my Lord, 
to have her lighted ? 

DoS. No, no, her ridiculous Averfion will ſecure me 
from his Reproaches. 

Enter a Servant. 


Serv. Sir, my Maſter deſires to ſpeak with you. 


ock. 
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Doc. I'll wait on him—— Charlis, you'll take care 
of my Directions. 

Charles. I'll be ſure, Sir. [Exit Door. 
Kind Heaven, I thank thee! this Bar ſo unc xpectedly 
remov'd gives Vigour to my Heart, and is, I hope, 
an Omen of its Fortune — But I muſt loſe no time, the 
Writing may be every Moment call'd for ——this is 
her Chamber. 

He knocks ſoftly 
Is your Lady buſy ? 

Belt. I think ſhe's only a- reading. 

Charles. Will you dome the Favour to let her know, 
if ſhe is at leiſure, I beg to ſpeak with her upon ſome. 
earneſt Buſineſs. | 

Maria entring with a Book. 

Mar. Who's that ? 

Betr. She's here Mr. Charles, Madam, deſires 
to ſpeak with you. 

Mar. O!] Your Servant Mr. Char/zs——here take 
this odious Homer, and lay him up again, he tires me. 

[Exit Betty with the Book: 
How could the blind Wretch make fuch a horrid Fuſs 
about a fine Woman, for ſo many Volumes together, 
and give us no Account of her Amours ? You have 
read him, I ſuppoſe, in the Greet, Mr. Charles. 

Charles. Not lately, Madam. 

Mar. But do you ſo violently admire him now? 

Charles. The Criticks ſay he has his Beauties, Ma- 
dam. But Ovid has been always my Favourite. 

Mar. Ovid! O! he's raviſhing— 

Charles. And ſo art thou to Madneſs. [Aldi. 

Mar. Lord, hew could one do to learn Greet, was 
you a great while about it ? 

Charles. It has been half the Buſineſs of my Life, 
Madam. 

Mar. That's cruel now! then you think one can't 
be Miſtreſs of it in a Month or two. 

Charles. Not eafily, Madam. 

Mar. They tell me it has the ſofteſt Tone for Love, 
of any Language in the World; I fancy I could ſoon 


learn it | know two Words of it already. 
| Char les. 


and Betty enters to him. 
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Charles. Pray, Madam, what are they ? 
Mar. Stay, let me fee O——ay —— Zoe, kai 


he. 
0 I hope you know the Fn2/;/ of em, Ma- 


Mar. O lud ! I hope there's no harm in't; I am 
fure I heard the Doctor ſay it to my Lady —— Pray 
what is it? 

Charles. You muſt firſt imagine, Madam, a tender 
Lover gazing on his Mittreis ; and then indeed they 
have a ſoftneſs in em, as thus—— Zoe, kai Phiche! 
my Life, my Soul ! 

Mar. O the impudent young Rogue! how his Eyes 

ke too ! Lid. 

hat the duce ! can he want with me 

Charles. I have ſtartled her, ſhe muſes. [ Jade. 

Mar. It always ran in my head this Fellow had 


| ſomething in him above his Condition—1'll know pre- 


ently. [ Afede. 
Well, but your Buſineſs with me, Mr. Charles ; you 
have ſomething of Love in your Head now, I'll lay 
my Life on't. | 

Charles. I never yet durſt own it, Madam. 

Mar. Why, what's the matter ? 

Charles. My Story is too melancholy to entertain a 
Mind ſo much at eaſe as yours. 

Mar. O! I love melancholy Stories of all things.— 

Charles. But mine, Madam, can't be told, unleſs I 
give my Life into your power. 

Mar. O Lud! you have not done any body a Miſ- 
chief, I hope. 

Charles. I never did a private Injury; if I have 
dene a publick Wrong, I'm ſure it might, in me, at 
leaſt, be call'd an honeſt Error. 

* 2 Pray whom did you ſerve before you liv'd with 
r! 

Charles. I was not born to ſerve; and had not an 
unfortunate Education ruin'd me, might have now ap- 
pear'd like what I am by Birth, a Gentleman. 

Mar. I am ſurpriz d! Your Education, ſay you, 
mn you ? Lord! I'm concern'd for you. Pray let me 
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know your Story; and if any Services are in my po- 
er, I am ſure you may command them. 

Charles. Such ſoft Compaſſion, from ſo fair a Boſom, 
o'erpays the worit that can attend my owning what 1 
An. 

Mar. O your Servant but pray let's hear. 
Charles. My Father's elder Brother, Madam, was 
a Gentleman of an antient Family in the North, who 
having then no Child himſelf, begg'd me from m 
Nurſe's Arms, to be adopted as his own, with an Al- 
ſurance too of making me his Heir; to which my Fa- 
ther (then alas! in the Infancy of his Fortune) eafi] 
conſented. This Uncle being himſelf ſecretly dia. 
fected to the Government, gave me, of courſe, in my 
Education, the ſame unhappy Prejudices, which ſince 
have ended in the Ruin of us both. 

Mar. Then you were bred a Roman-Catholick. 
Charles. No, Madam; but I own in Principles 
of very little difference, which I imbib'd chiefly from 
this Doctor; he having been five Years my Governor. 
As I grew up, my Father's Merit had rais'd his For- 
tune under the preſent Government; and fearing I 
might be too far fix'd in Principles =” it, Jer 
me from my Uncle home again: But I, as I then 
thought myſelf bound in Gratitude, excus'd my going 
in Terms of Duty to my Father; whom ſince, alas! 
I too juſtly have provok'd ever to hope a Reconcilia- 
tion. I ſaw too late my Folly, and had no Defence 
againſt his Anger, but by artfully confirming him ina 
Belief, that I had periſh'd with my Uncle in the late 
Rebellion. 

Mar. Bleſs us! what do you mean? you were not 
actually in it, I hope 

Charles. I can't — the Guilt but ſince the 
Royal Mercy has been refusd to none that frankly 


my Heart I moſt ſincerely do) in that is all my Ho 
My Youth and Education's all the Excuſe I plead; 
if they deſerve no Pity, I am determin'd to throw 
off my Diſguiſe, and bow me to the hand of Juſtice. 


Mar. 


have confeſs'd with Penitence their Crime (which from 
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May. Poor Creature! Lord! I can't bear it. 

[with Concern, 

Charles. But then unknown, and friendleis as lam; 
to whom, alas! can I apply for Succour ! [ Weeps. 

Mar. O Lord! I'll ſerve you, depend upon it: My 
Brother ſhall have no reit *till he gets your Pardon. 

Charles. Your kind Compaſſion, Madam, has pre- 
vented, what, if I durſt, I ſhould have mention' d: I 
hope too, I ſhall 22 deſerve his Favour? if 
not, your generous Inclination to have ſav'd me, even 
in my laſt Deſpair of Life, will give my Heart a Joy. 

Mar. Lord! the poo: unfortunate Boy loves me too; 
what ſhall I do with him? But Mr. Charles, pray, once 
more to your Story—— What was it that really drew 
you into the Rebellion ? 

Charlc:. This Doctor, Madam, who, as he is now 
your Father's, was then my Uncle's Boſom-Counſellor: 
Twas his inſidious Tongue that painted it to us an in- 
cumbent Duty, on which the Welfare of our Souls 
depended ; he warm'd us too into ſuch a weak Belief 
of vile Reports, as Infamy ſhould bluſh to mention 
We were aſſur'd, that half the Churches here in Town 
were lying all in ſacrilegious Ruins; which ſince, I 
found, maliciouily was meant, even of thoſe that are 
magnificently riſing from their new Foundations! 

Mar. But, pray—while you were in Arms, how did 
the Doctor diſpoſe of himſelf? 

Charles. He !-—went with us, Madam, none ſo ac- 
tive in the Front of Reſolution, till Danger came to 
face him; then indeed a friendly Fever ſeiz'd him, 
which on the firſt Alarm of the King's Forces march- 
ing towards Preſton, gave him a cold Pretence to leave 
the Town; in the Defence of which, my Uncle loſt 
his Life, and 1 my only Friend, with all my long-fed 
Hopes of Fortune. 

Mar. Poor Wretch ! but how came you to avoid be- 
ing Priſoner ? 

Charles. Upon our Surrender of the Place, I brib'd 
a Townſman to employ me as his Servant, in a back- 
ward Working houte; where, from my Youth, and 


Change of Habit, 1 pals' without Suſpicion till the 


whole 
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whole Affair was over But then, alas! whither 
to turn I knew not: My Lite grew now no more 
Care Periſh, I ſaw, I muit, whether as a Crimi. 
nal, or a Beggar, was my only Choice. 

Mar. O Laid ! tell me quickly how you came hi. 
ther. 

Charles. In this Deſpair I wander'd up to Landi, 
where I ſcarce knew one Mortal, but ſome few Friend: 
in Priſon. What could | do? I ventur'd even thither 
for my Safety; where it was my Fortune firſt to ſee 

ur Father, Madam, diſtributing Relief to leveral: 
He knew my Uncle well; and being inform'd of my 
Condition, he charitably took me home; and here has 
ever ſince conceal'd me as a menial Servant to the 
Doctor: "The Deteſtation of whoſe vile, diſhoneſt 
Practices, at laſt, have waked me to a Senſe of all my 
blinded Errors; of which this Writing is his leaſt of 
ſordid Initances. [ Gives it to Maria, 

Mar. You trighten me; pray what are the Purpoſe 
of it! Lis neither ſign'd nor ſeal'd. 

Charles, No, Madam, therefore to prevent it by this 
timely Notice, was my Buſineſs here with you: Yout 
Father gave it the Doctor, firſt to ſhew his Council, 


who having ſince approv'd it, I underitand this Even- 


ing 'twill be executed. 

Mar. But what is it? | 

Charles. It grants to Doctor Vo, in preſent four 
hundred Pounds per Annum, of which this very Houſe 
is part; and at your Father's Death inveſts him in the 
whole Remainder of his free Eitate. For you indeed 
there 1s a Charge of four thouſand Pound upon it ; pro- 
vided you marry only with the Doctors Conſont; if not, 
"tis added to my Lady's Jointure. But your Brother, 
Madam, i, without Conditions utterly diſinherited. 

Mar. I am confounded—what will become of us! 
my Father now 1 find was feriovus—O this inſinuating 
Hy pocrite—let me ſee—ay—1 will go this Minute 
Su, dare you trult this in my hands tor an Hour only? 

Charles. Any thing to ſerve you=-my Life's already 
in your hands, 
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Mar. And I dare ſecure it with my C Hark! 
they ring to dinner; pray, Sir, ſtep in, ſay I am 
oblig'd to dine abroad, and whiſper one of the Foot- 
men to get an Hackney Coach immediately ; then do 

take a proper Occaſion to ſlip out after me to 
Mr. Double's Chambers in the Temple, there I ſhall have 
Time to talk farther with you. You'll excuſe my - 

Hurry—Here Betty, my Scarf, and a Maſk. 
[Exit Maria. 

Charles. What does my Fortune mean me ? She'll 
there talk farther with me! Of what! What will ſhe 
talk of! O my Heart! methought ſhe look'd at parting 
too, as Kinily conicious of ſome Obligation to me: 
And then how ſoft, how amiably tender was her pity of 
my Fortune. But O] I rave! keep down my vain 
alpiring Thoughts, and to my loſt Condition level all 
my Hopes. 

Rather content awith Pity let me live, 
Than hope for more than ſhe reſalves to give. 


Exit. 
The End of the Second ACT. 


AC-F MM 
Maria, and Betty taking off her Scarf, &C. 


Mar. AS any one been to ſpeak with me, Petty ? 
Betty. Ouly Mr. Heartly, Madam; he ſaid 
he would call again, and bid his Servant {tay below to 
give hin Notice when you came home. 
Mar. You don't know what he wanted ? 
Zett. No, Madam, he ſeem'd very uneaſy at your 
being abroad. 
ar. Well — go, and lay up thoſe Things —[ Exit 
Beuy.] Ten to one, but bis wils Head now has found 
Gig 
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out ſomething to be jealous of; if he lets me ſee it, I ſhall | 


be ſure to make him infinitely eaſy.— Here he comes, 
Enter Heartly. 

Heart. Your humble Servant, Madam. 

Mar. Your Servant, Sir, ber awely, 

Heart. You have been abroad, I hear. 

Mar. Yes, and now 1 am come home, you ſee. 

Heart. You ſeem to turn upon my Words, Madam 
is there any thing particular in them ? 

Mar. As much as there is in my being abroad, I beliere, 

Heart. Might not I fay you had been abroad with. 
out giving Offence ? | 

Mar. And might not I as well fay, I was come 
home, without your being ſo grave upon't ? 

Heart. Do you know any thing ſhould make me 

ave? 
K Mar. I know, if you were ſo, I am the worſt Per- 
fon in the World you could poſſibly ſhew it to. 

Heart. Nay, I don't — you do any thing you 
won't juſtify. - 

Mar. O then, I find I have done ſomething you 

think I can't juſtify. 
Heart. I don't ſay that neither, perhaps I am in the 
wrong in what I have ſaid ; but I have been ſo often 
us'd to ask pardon for your being in the wrong, that! 
am reſolv*'d henceforth never to rely on the inſolent 
Evidence of my own Senles. 

Mar. You don't know now, perhaps, that I think 
this pretty ſmart Speech of yours is very dull; but fince 
that's a Fault you can't help, I will not take it il, 
Come now, be as ſincere on your fide, and tell me ſe- 
. rioully Is not what real Buſineſs I had abroad, the 
very thing you want to be made eaſy in? 

Heart. If I thought you would make me eaſy, I 
would own it. 

Mar. Now we come to the Point 


To- mor- 


row Nlorrärg then, I give you my Word to let you 

know eit all; till when, there à Neceiiity tor its 

ing a Lecrct, and I 104 it uron your bc lieving it. 
Heart. But pray, Madam, at am I to do with 


my private Imagination in uc mean ume, chat is net 
| | 
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my. Power to confine: And ſure you won't be of- 
if to avoid the Tortures that may give me, 
Lag utero the Secret now. 

Heart 


Don't preſs me, for poſitively I will not. 
Cannot, had been a kinder Term——is my 
iſqui 5 

fe. Of none, while your Diſguiet dares not truſt 
the Aſſurances I have given you; if you expect I 
hould confide in you for Life, don't let me ſee you 
due not take my Word for a Day; and if you are 
viſe, you'll think & fair a Trial of your aith a 
Favour 


Heart. If you intend it ſuch———it is a Favour, 
not tis fomething ſo——come let's wave the 


* With all my Heart: Have you ſeen my Bro- 
tier lately ? 

Heart. Yes, Madam, and he tells me, it ſeems, the 
Doctor is the Man your Father has refolv'd upon. 

Mer. 'Tis ſo; nay, and what will more ſurprize 
you, he leaves me only to the Choice of him, or 
« no Fortune. . 

Heart. And may I, without Offence, beg leave to 
know, what Reſolutions, Madam, you have taken 
it? 

* I have not taken any, I do not know what to 
@; what would you adviſe me to:? 

Heart, I adviſe you to? Nay, you are in the right 
make it a Queſtion. 

Mar. He fays hell ſettle all his Eſtate upon him 
(00. N 
Heart. O take it, take it, to be ſure it is the fineſt 
Match in the World, you can't do a wiſer Thing cer- 


1. 

Twill be as wiſe at leaſt, as the Ways you 
to prevent it, 

| Heart. I find, Madam, I am not to know what you 

8. and I ſuppoſe I am to be eaſy at ttat 


Mar. When I intend to marry him, I ſhall no: 
Whether you are eaſy, or no. s 
C Heart. 
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Heart If your Indifference to me, were a Proof 6 
your Inelination to him, the Gentleman need not de- 
tpair. 

„ Very well, Sir, Pl endeavour to take your 
Advice, I promile you. 

Heart. O] that won't coſt you much Trouble, | 
dare ſay, Madam. 

Mar. About as much, I ſuppoſe, as it coſt you to 
give it me. 

Heart. Upon my Word, Madam, I gave it purely 
to oblige you. 

Mar. Then to return your Civility, the leaſt I can 
do is to take it. 

Heart. Is't poſſible? how can you torture me with 
this Indifference ? 

Mar. Why do you inſult me with ſuch a bare facd 
Jealouſy ? | 

Heart. Is it a Crime to be concern'd for what be- 
comes of you? Has not your Father openly declard 
againſt me, in favour of my Rival? How 1s it 
ſible, at ſuch a Time, not to have a thouſand Fears? 
What though they all are falſe and groandlefs, are 
they not ſtill the Effect of Love alarm'd, and anxious 
to be fatisfied ? J have an open artlefs Heart, that 
cannot bear Diſguiſes, but when 'tis griev'd, in ſpi 
of me, 'twill ſhew it. Pray pardon me But kn 
am told you went out in the utmoſt Hurry with 
ſome Writings to a Lawyer, and took the Boch 
own Servant with you, ev'n in the very Hour = 
Father had propos'd him, as your Huſband ! Good 
Heav'n! what am I to think? Can I, muſt I fuppole 
my Senſes fail me? If I have Eyes, have Ears, and 
have a Heart, muſt it be ſtill a Crime to think | 
ſee, and hear——Yet by my Torments feel I love. 

Mar. { Afide.) Well! I own it looks ill-natur'd now, 
not to ſhew him ſome Concern but then this Jex- 
louſy— ! muſt, and will get the better of. 

Heart. Speak Maria, is ſtill my Jealouſy a Crime! 

Mar. If you ſtill inſiſt on it, as a Proof of Love 
then I muſt tell you, Sir, 'tis of that kind, that only 


fighted Hearts are pleas'd with; when I am : 
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reduc'd, then I perhaps may bear it The Fact 

charge me with 1 t is true, I have been a- 
—+ you ſay: But till let Appearances look ne'er 
ſo pointing, while there is a Foſſibility in Nature, 
that what I have done may be innocent, I won't bear 
a Look, that tells me to my Face you dare ſuſpect 
me: If you have Doubts, why don't you ſatisfy them 
before you ſee me? Can you ſuppoſe, that I am to 
tand confounded, as a Criminal before you ? How 
deſpicable a Figure muſt a Woman make, to bear but 
ſuch a Moment? Come, come, there's nothing ſhews 
ſo low a Mind, as theſe grave and inſolent Jealouſies. 
The Man, that's capable of ever ſeeing a Woman, 
aſter he believes her falſe, i capable on her Submiſſion, 
and a litttle Flattery, were ſhe really falſe, poorly to 
forgive and bear it. 

Heart. You won't find me, Madam, of ſo low a 
Spirit; but fince I ſee your Tyranny ariſes from 
your mean Opinion of me, tis time to be mylelf, 
and difavow your Power, you uſe it now beyond my 
bearing ; not only impoſe on me to diſbelieve my 
Senſes, but do it with ſuch an imperious Air, as if 
my honeit, manly Reaſon were your Slave, and 
thus poor groveling Frame that follows you, durit ſhew 
10 Signs of Life, but what you deign to give it. 

Mar. Oh! you are in the right. g on 
lulpe& me Kill, believe the worſt you can tis 
all true. don't juſtify myſelt Why do 
you trouble me wath yu Complaints? If you are 
Matter of that manly Reaſon you have boaſted, give 
me a manly Proof of it, at once reſume your Liberty, 
deſpiſe me, go, go off in Triumph now, and ler 
me fee you ſcorn the Woman, whoſe vile o'erbearing 
Falſhood would inſult your Senſes. 

Heart. O Heaven ! is this the End of all? Are 
then thoſe tender Proteſtations you have made me or 
kick I thought them) when with the ſofteſt kind Re- 

ce your riſing Bluſhes gave me ſomething more 


than Hope What all=—O Marie! All but 
come to this? 
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Mar. [Af] O Lud! I am growing filly, if x 
hear on, I ſhall tell him every thing: 'tis but another 
firuggle, and I ſhall conquer it. 80 fo, you are 
not gone, I ſee. 

Heart. Do you then wiſh me gone, Madam ? 

Mar. Your manly Reaſon will direct you. 

Heart. This is too much my Heart can bear 
no more. Ol what? am I rooted here! Tis but a 
Pang, and I am free for ever. 

Enter Charles, with two Writings. 

Mar. At laſt I am reliev'd! Well, Mr. Charle, 
is it done ? . 

Charles. I did not ſtir from his Deſk, Madam, till 
it was entirely finxſh'd. 

Mar. Where's the Original ? 

Charles. This is it, as. 

Mar. Very well, that, you know, you mult keep ; 
but come, we muſt loſe no Time, we will examine 
this in the next Room. Now I feel for him. [ 4fde. 

E xit Maria, with Charles. 


Heart. O Rage a this is not to be born - 


ſhe's gone, ſhe's loſt, ſordidly has fold herſelf to For- 
tune, and I muſt now forget her —— Hold, if 

Mble, let me cool a Moment Intereſt! 

o, that could not tempt her She knows I am 
Maſter of a larger Fortune, than there her utmoſt 
Hopes can give her, that on her own Conditions ſhe 
may be mine: — But what's this ſecret Treaty then 
within ! what's doing there! who can reſolve that 
Riddle ? And yet perhaps, like other Riddles, 
when *'tis explain'd, nothing may ſeem fo eaſy: But 
why again, might ſhe not truſt me too with the Se- 
cret! 'That ! that entangles all afreſh, and ſets me on 
the Rack of Jealouſy, 

Enter Colonel. 

Col. How now, Frank ! what in a Rapture ? 

Heart. Prithee, pardon me, I am unfit to talk with 

u. 
8) What is Maria in her Airs again? 

Heart. I know not what ſhe is. 

Col. Do you know where ſhe is? 
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Heart. Retir'd this Moment to her Chamber, with 


Doctor's Servant. 
4% Why, thou art not jealous of the Doctor, I 


? 
12 Perhaps ſhe'll be leſs reſerv'd to you, and 
tell you wherein L have miſtaken her. 

Cal. Poor Frank, thou art a perſect Sir Martin in 
thy Amours, every Plot I lay upon my Siſter's Incl 
nation for thee, thou art ſure to ruin by thy own un- 
fortunate Conduct. 

Dart. I own I have too little Temper,. and too 
much real Paſſion for a modiſh Love. 

Col. Come, come, prithee be eaſy once more, I'II 
undertake ſor you: If you'll fetch a cool Turn in the 
Park upon Con/?itution-Hill, in leſs than half an Hour, 


Ell come to you. 

Heart. Dear Tom, thou art a Friend indeed! O 
have a Thouſand Things but you ſhall find me 
there. [Exit Heartly. 


Col. Poor Frank! now has he been taking ſome 

honeſt Pains to make himſelf miſerable. 
Enter Maria, and Charles. 

How now, Siſter, what have you done to Heartl; ? 
The poor Fellow looks as if he had kill'd your Par- 
rot. 
. Mar. Pſhaw ! you know him well enough, I have 
only been ſetting him a Love-Leſſon, it a little puz- 
ales him to get through it at firſt, but he'll know it 
all by to-morrow ; you will be ſure to be in the way, 
Mr. Charles. 
| Charles. Madam, you may depend upon me, I 
have my full Inſtructions, [Exit Charles, 

Col. O ho! there's the Buſineſs then, and it ſees 
Heartly was not to be truſted with it; ha! ha! And 
— what is this mighty Secret, that's tranſacting 

een Charles and you ? 

Mar. That's what he wou'd have known indeed; 
but you mult know, I don't think proper to let you 
him neither, for all your fly manner of aſking. 

: Col. O! pray take your own Time, dear Madam, 
am not in haſte to know, I can aſſure you; I came 

C 3 | about 
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about another Affair, our Deſign the Doctor: 
Now while my Father takes his Nap aſter Dinner, 
would be the propereſt Time to put it in execution: 
prithee go to my Lady, and perſuade her to it this Mo- 
ment. 

Mar. Why won't you go with me? 

Col. No, I'll place myſelf unknown to her in this 
Paſſage; for, ſhould I tell her I deſign to over-hear 
him, ſhe might be ſcrupulous. 

Mar. That's true—But hold, on ſecond Thoughts, 
you ſhall know part of this Affair between Charle 
and me; nay, I give you leave to tell it Heartly too, 
on ſome Conditions, tis true, I did defign to have 
— you, but noõẽ . — my Mind's alter'd, that! 
enough. 

Col Ay, for any Mortal's Satisfaction u 
here comes my Lady. 

Mar. Away then to your Poſt but let me ſee 
you when this Affair is over. 8 

Col. Il be with you. [ Exit. Col. 

Enter Lady Woodvil. | 

Mar. Well, Madam, has your Ladyſhip confider'd 
my Brother's Propoſal about the Doctor?) | 

Lady W. I have, Child, and am eonvinc'd it ought 
not to be delay d a Moment: I have juſt ſent ® 
ipeak with him here Sir Fobn too preſſes me 
to give him a Hearing upon your account: but mult 
I play a treacherous part now, and inſtead <-> 
ſuading you to the Doctor, ev'n perſuade the Doe 
againſt you ? e 

Mar. Dear Madam, don't be ſo nice; if Wire; 
we re never to diſſemble, what wou'd become of many 
a wilful Huſband's Happineſs ? 

Lady W. Nay, that's true too. 

Mar. I'd give the World now methinks, to fee 
this ſolemn Interview ; ſure there can't be a more ridt- 
culous Image, than unlawful Love peeping his ly 
Head out from under the Cloak of SanCtity ! O ! that 
I were in your Ladyſhip's place, I would lead that 
dancing Blood of his lack a profane Courant. 
your wife Fellows make therareſt Fools too: 3 
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Ladyſhip will make a Rogue cf him, and that will 


do our Buſineſs at preſent. 
Lady W. If be makes himſclf one, tis his own 
lt. 
| g 4 Dear Madam, cne Moment's Truce with 
the Prade, I beg you; don't fart at his firſt Declarati- 
on, but let him go on till he ſhews the very bottom 
of his ugly Heart. . 

Lady W. I'll warrant you, I'll give a good Account 

bim here he comes. 

Mar. Then I hope, Madam, you will give me Leave 
to. be commade, and itea! ct. 

Lacy V. Very well. [Ex. Maria, and Enter Defr. 
| Deg. I am told, Macam, you deſign me the Hap- 
neſs of your Commands; I am proud you think me 
worthy of them in any ſort. 

Lady V. Pleaſe to fit, Sir. 

Da. Did not Sir John inform you too, that I bad 
defir'd a * Conference with your Ladyſhip ? 

Lady W. He did, Sir. 
| _ then by his Permiſſion we are thus hap- 
| * W. True, and tis on that account, I wanted 

to adviſe with you. 

Deck. Well, but, dear Lady, ah ! Ling] you can't 
conceive the Joyquſneſs I feel, in this ſo unexpected 
Interview, ah! ah! I have a Thouſand friendly things 
way to you Ah! ah! and how ſtands your 
pres Health? Is your naughty Cold abated yet? 

have ſcarce cloſed my Eyes theſe two Nights, with 
my Concern' for you, and every watchful Interval 
has ſent a Thouſand Sighs and Prayers to Heaven for 
your Recovery. | 

Lady W. Your Charity was too far concern'd for me. 

Deck. Ah! don't ſay fo, don't ſay ſo, you merit 
more, than mortal Man can do for you. 

Lady W. Indeed, you over-rate me. 

Deck. I ſpeak it from my Soul! indeed! indeed! 

Lad 


I do. ; [ Preſſes her Hand. 
— V. O dear! you hurt my Hand, Sir. 


Impute it to my Zeal, and want of Words to 
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expreſs my Heart; ah! I would not harm you for 
the World, no, bright Creature, tis the whole Buf- 
neſs of my Soul to 

Lady W. But to our Affair, Sir: 

Dock. Ah! thou heavenly Woman! 

[ Laying his Hand on her Xe, 

Lady V. Your Hand need not be there, Sir. 

Do#. Ah! I was admiring the Softneſs of this 
Silk, Madam. 

Lady N. Ay, but I am tickliſh, 

Do#. They are indeed come to a prodigious Per- 
ſection in this Manufacture How wonderful is 
Human Art! Here it diſputes the Prize witif 
Nature that all this ſoft, = gaudy Luftre ſhould 
be wrought from the poor Labours of a Worm ! 


[ Stroking it. 


Lady V. But our Buſineſs is upon another Subject: 
Sir John informs me, that he thinks himſelf under no 
Obligation to Mr. Heartly, and therefore reſolves to 
give you Maria: Now pray be fincere, and let me 
know what your real Intentions are ? 

De. Is it poſſible! Can you, Divine Perfection, be 
fill a Stranger to my real Thoughts? Has no one 
Action cf my Life intorm'd you better? Since I muſt 
plainly ſpeak them then, Maria's but a Feint, a Blind 
to ſcreen my real Thoughts from ſhrewd Suſpicion's 
Eye, and ſhield your ſpotleſs Fame from worldly Cen- 
ſure. Could you then think 'twas for Maria's fake, 
your Balls, Aſſemblies, and your Toilet Viſits have 
been reſtrain d? Would I have urg'd Sir For to make 
that Fence to incloſe a Butterfly? No. ſoft, and ſerious 
Excellence, your Virtues only were the Object of my 
Care; I could not bear to fee the Gay, the Young, 


and the Inconſtant daily baſking in your diffuſive Beams. 
of Beauty, without a ſecret Grudge, I might ſay, Envy 


ev'n of ſuch Inſects Happ ineſs. 8 
Lady W. Well, Sir, I take all this, as I ſuppoſe you 
intended it, for my Good, my ſpiritual Weltare. 
Dee. Indeed I meant you ſerious, cordial Service. 


Lady W. I dare ſay you did, you are above the lo 


and momentary Views of this World, 


Dad. 
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Doc. Ah! I ſhould be fo and yet alas! I find. 
this mortal Cloathing of my Soul is made like other 
Men's, of ſenſual Fleſh and Blood, and has its Frail- 


hk I. We all have thoſe, but yours I know, are 
well corrected by your divine, and virtuous Contem- 
ons. 

Doc. And yet our Knowledge of Eternal Beauties, 
does not reſtrain us wholly from the love of all that's 
mortal Beauty here, tis true mult die, but while 
it lives, *rwas given us to admire, to wake the ſluggiſh 


Heart, and charm the ſenſible: At the firſt Sight of 


I felt unuſual Tranſports in my Soul, and trem- 
Ned at the Guilt that might enſue; but on Reflection 
found my Flame receiv'd a Sanction from your Good- 
neſs, and might be reconcil'd with Virtue; on this I 
chaced my ſlandrous Fears, let in the harmleſs Paſſion 
at my Eyes, and gave up all my Heart to Love. 
Col. [ Behind.] Indeed! ſo warm Sir Roger, but I 
hall cool your Pailion with a Witneſs. [E xi. 
Lady V. Theſe gay Profeſſions, Sir, ſhew more the 
Courtier than the Zealot ; nor could I think a Mind 
ſo fortify'd as yours, could have been open to ſuci 
van Temptations. 
De#. What Boſom can be Proof gainſt ſuch Artil- 
lery of Love? I may reſiſt, call all my Prayers, my 


Faſtings, Tears and Penance to my Aid, but yet, 


alas theſe have not made an Angel of me: I am ſtill 
but Man, Virtue may ſtrive, but Nature will be upper- 
moſt : Permit me then on this fair Shrine to pay my 
Vows, and offer up a Heart. — 

Lach V. Hold, Sir, you've ſaid enough to put you 
in my Power, ſuppoſe I now ſhould let my Huſband, 
du, your Benefactor, know the Favour you deſign'd 
him [ She riſes. 


Doe. You cannot be ſo crue! ? 

Lady W. Nor will, on one Condition. 

Dock. Name it. 

Lach V. That inftantly you renounce all Claim and 
Title to Maria, and ute your utmoſt Intereſt with 


d Jahn to give her, with her full Fortune to 
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Mr. Heartly: If you are wiſe conſider on't. 
{Sir John, and Col. behind. 
[The Doctor turning actidentally, fees them. 
Doc. Ha! the Colonel there! his Father with him 
too ! here may have been ſome Treachery : what's to 
be done ? [ Afae. 
Col. Now, Sir, let your Eyes convince you. 
Sir John. They do, that yours, Sir, have 
deceiv'd you; all this I knew of. Apart. 
Col. How, Sir! 
Sir John. Obſerve and be convinc'd. 


Deck. I have it. * i 
Lady. N. [To the Doctor. ] Methinks this — 
needs not, Sir, fo long a Pauſe. 

Det. Madam, I cannot ealily give up ſuch honeſt 
Hopes. | 

Lady N. Honeſt ! 

Da. Perhaps my Years are thought unequal to 
my Flame; but, Lady, thoſe were found no ſtrong 
Objection twixt Sir Joh and you; and can you blame 
me then for following ſo ſure a Guide in the ſame youth- 
fu] Path to Happineſs? 

Lady V. Is this your Reſolution then? 

Cel. Will you let him go on, Sir ? 

888 es, Sir, to confound your Slander. þ Apart. 

Cal. Monſtrous! 

Da#. Can you ſuppoſe my Heatt leſs capable of 
Love, than his? Is it for me to puſh the Bleſſing from 
me too? For tho' my Flame has been of long Dur- 
tion, my conſcious want of Merit kept it ſtill conceal'd, 
till his Gcod-nature brought it to this bleſt Occaſion ; 
and can you then, fo authoriz'd, refuſe your friendly 
Pity to my Sufferings? One Word from you compleats 
my Joy: In you, Madam, is my only Hope, my Fear, 
my Eafe, my Pain, my Torment, or my Happr 
neſs; Maria! O] Maria! 

Col. Confuſion 

Sir Jahn. [ Coming forward with the Colinel.] Nom, 
vile Detractor of all Virtue, is your outrageous M 
yet confounded ? Did not I tell you too, he only 
an Intereſt here to gain your Silter ? 
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Cal. His Devil has outreach'd me. 2222 
Sir Tabu. Is this your rank Detection of his Trea- 


* chery? 


De. Sir John, I did not fee you, Sir; I doubt you 
are come too ſoon, I have not yet prevail'd with her. 

1 ta him. 
Sir Fohn. Ah! good Man be not concern'd ; your 'Trou- 
ble ſhall be ſhorter for't, I'll force her to Compliance. 

Lady W. What have you done——your Im- 
patience has ruin'd all. Apart 

Cal. I fee it now too late. 

Sir Tobn. Now, Sir! will your baſe Prejudice of 
Party never be at reſt? Am I to be ſlill thought partial, 
blind, and obllinate to favour ſo much injur'd Virtue ; 
if thou art a Man not loſt to Conſcience, or to Ho- 
nour, then like a Man repair this Wrong, confeſs the 


Rancour of thy vile Suſpicion, and throw thee at his 


Feet for Pardon. 

Dock. What mean you, Sir? 

Lady W. ¶ Afide.] While he is in this Temper, he 
will not eaſily be undeceiv'd——I've yet an After- game 
to play, till when, tis beſt to leave him in his Error. 

[Ex. Lady Woodvil. 

Sir abn. What! mute! defenceleſs! hardned in thy 
Malice? 

Col. I ſcorn the Imputation, Sir, and with the ſame 


repeated Floneſty avow (howe'er his Cunning may have 


chang'd Appearances) that you are ſtill deceiv'd, that 
all I told you, Sir, was true ; theſe Eyes, theſe Ears 
were Witneſſes of his audacious Love, without the 
mention of my Siſter's Name, directly, plainly, groſiy 
tending to abuſe the Honour of your Bed. 

Sir Fobr. Audacious Monſter! were not your own 
denſes Evidence againſt your frontleſs Accuſation ? I 
ke your Aim; Wife, Children, Servants, all are bent 

init him, and think to weary me by groundleſs 

urs to diſcard him, but all ſhall not do, your 

ice on your own vile Heads; to me, it but the 

more endears him; either ſubmit, and aſk his Pardon 
lor this Wrong 

Dea. Good Sir! 


vr 
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Sir Johr. Or this Inſtant leave my Sight, my Houſe, Þ | 


my Family for ever. 

Do#. What means this Raſhneſs, Sir! on my ac- 
count it muſt not be, what would the World report of it 
F grant it poſſible he loves me not, but you. muſt it 
too as poſſible he might miſtake me! it muſt 22 
He is too much your Son to do his Enemy a wilful In- 
jury: If he, I ſay, ſuppos'd my Converſe with your. 
Lady criminal, to accuſe me then, was but the Error 
of his Virtne, not his Baſeneſs; you ought to love him, 
thank him for ſuch watchful Care : Was it for him to. 
ſee, as he beliey'd, your Honour in ſo foul a Danger, 
and ſtand concernleſs by? The Law of Heaven, of Na- 
cure, and of Filial Duty, all oblig'd him to alarm your t 
Vengeance, and detect the Villany. 

Sir Jobn. O Miracle of Charity! 

Do#. Come, come, ſuch Breaches muſt not be, be- 
twixt ſo good a Son, and Father; forget, forgive, em- 
brace him, cheriſh him, and let me bleſs the Hour F 
was the Occaſion of fo ſweet a Reconcilement. 

Sir Fohn. I cannot bear ſuch Goodneſs! O ſink me 
not into the Earth with Shame Hear this, perverſe, 
and reprobate! O! couldſt thou wrong ſuch more thaw 
mortal Virtue! | 

Cot. Wrong him! the hardned Impudence of this 
painted, Charity 

Sir Jobn. Peace, Monſter . 

Col. Is of a blacker, deeper Dye, than the great 
Devil himſelf in all his Triumphs over Innocence ever 
wore. 

Sir John. O graceleſs Infidel ! 

Col. No, Sir, though I would hazard Life to fave 
you from the Ruin he miſleads you to; could die to re- 
concile my Duty to your Favour; yet on the Terms 

that Villain offers, tis Merit to refuſe it; I glory in 
the Diſgrace your Errors give me — But, Sir, TI 
trouble you no more: To- day is his - to- morrow 
de mine. Exit. 

DoF. I did not think he had had ſo hard a Nature. 

Sir Jobs. O, my good Lord, your charitable Heart 
eilcovers not the Rancour that's in his: but what bet. 
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(er can be hoped for, from a Wretch ſo ſwell'd with 


Shen, and Rage of Party ? 


Dock. No, no, Sir, I am the Thorn that galls him; 
"3s me, tis me he hates; he thinks I ſtand before him 


© in your Favour ; and tis not fit indeed I ſhould do fo ; 


for fallen, as he is, he's ſtill your Son, and I alas! an 
Alien, an Intruder here, and ought in Conſcience to 
retire, and heal theſe Breaches in your Family. 

Sir Fabr. What. means your Lordſhip ? . 

De. But I'll remove this Eye-fore--Here Charles 


| [ Enter Charles. 
Sir Johr. For Goodneſs fake. 
Dock. Bring rae that Writing I gave you to lay up 


I this Mornin 


Charles. — Fortune favour us. [Aide] Ex. Char. 

Sir Tabn. Make haſte, good Charles, it ſhall be 
fign'd this Moment. 

Dock. Not for the World; twas not to that End I 
ſent for it, but to refuſe your kind Intentions ; for with 
your Children's Curſes, Sir, I dare not, muſt not take it. 

Sir Tabu. Nay , my Lord, you carry it now 


| toofar; my Daughter is not pear) &. by it, but if not 


obſtinate, may ſtill be happy; and for my wicked Son, 
lll he then heir my Lands, to propagate more miſe- 


nile Schiſmaticks? No, let him depend on you, 


whom he has wrong'd ; perhaps in Time, he may re- 
let upon his Father's Juſtice; be reconcil'd to your re- 
warded Virtues, and reform his fatal Errors. 

Re-enter Charles with a Writing. 

Do#. That would be indeed a Hleſſing. 

Sir John. If Heaven ſhould at laſt reclaim him, the 
Power to right him ſtill is yours; in you I know he 
yet would find-a fond forgiving Father. 

Dock. The Imagination of fo bleſt an Hour, ſoftens 
me to a Tenderneſs I can't ſupport. 

Sir abn. O the dear, good Man! come, come, 
kts in to execute this Deed. 

Dock. Will you then force me to accept this Truſt? 
For, call it what you will, with me, it tha!l never be 


Str 
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Sir John. Let that depend upon the Conduct of my 


Do#. Well, Sir, ſince yet it may prevent his Ruin, I 
conſent. 


So ſeuret a Hope muſt all my Fears controul, 
I take the Truſt, as Guardian to his Saul. (Ex. 


The End of the Third ACT. 


aA CT IV; 


Maria and Charles. 
Mar. OU were a Witneſs then ? 
Charles. I ſaw it ſign'd, ſeal'd, and de- 
liver'd, Madam. 

Mar. And all paſs'd without the leaſt Suſpicion? 

Charles. Sir Jobs fign'd it with ſuch Earn 
and the Doctor receiv'd it with fuch a ſeeming Reluc- 
_ that neither had the Curioſity to examine a Line 

It. 

Mar. Well, Mr. Charles, whether it ſucceeds toour 
Ends, or not, we have ſtill the ſame Obligations to you: 
as * with what a friendly Warmth my Brother 
heard your Story, and I don't doubt his Succeſs in your 
Affair at Court. 

Charles. What I have done, my Duty bound me to: 
But pray, Madam, give me leave, without Offence, to 
aſk you one innocent Queſtion. 

Mar. Freely, Sir. 

Charles. Have you never ſuſpected then, that in all 
this Affair I have had ſome ſecret, itronger Motive to 
it, than barely Duty ? 

Mar. Yes—— but have you been in no Apprehen- 


ſions I ſhould diſcover that Motive ? [ Graveh. | 


Charles. Pray, pardon me, I ſee already, I have 
gone too far * 
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Mar. Not at all, it loſes you no Merit with me, nor 
«it in my Nature to uſe any one ill, that loves me, 
anleſs I lov'd that one again, then indeed, there might 
de Danger — Come, don't look grave, my Inclina- 


cons to another, ſhall not hinder me paying every one, 


what's due to their Merit ; I ſhall therefore always 
think my ſelf oblig'd to treat your Misfortunes and 
your Modeſt with the utmoſt Tenderneſs. 

Charles. By the dear, foft Eaſe you have given my 

Inever hoped for more. 

Mar. Then I'll give you a great deal more, and to 
bew my particular good Opinion of you, I' do you 
1 Favour, Mr. Charles, I never did any Man fince [ 
was born I'll be ſincere with you. 

' Charles. Is it then poſſible you can have lov'd ano- 
ther, to whom you never were fincere ? 

Mar. Alas! you are but a Novice in the Paſſion 
Sincerity is a dangerous V irtue, and often ſurfeits what 
it to nouriſh; therefore I take more Pains to 
make the Man I love believe I ſlight him, than (if 


poſſible) I would to convince you of my Eſteem and 
Charles. Be but fincerc in that, Madam, and I can't 


Mar: Nay, I'll give you a Proof of it, I'll ſhew you 
al the nature you can deſire; you ſhall make 
what Love to me you pleaſe now; but then Fl tell 
you the Conſequence, I hall certainly be pleas'd with 
it, and that will flatter you, till I do you a miſchief. 
Now do you think me fancere ? 

Charles. I ſcarce conſider that, but I'm ſure you 
are e. 

r. Why look you there now ! Do you conſider, 
that a Woman had as live be thought agreeable, as 
handſome ? And how can you ſuppoſe, — one of 
your Senſe, that I am not pleas'd with being told fo ? 

Charles. Was ever Temper ſo enchanting ? 

Mar. Or Vanity more venial! I'm pleas'd with you. 

Charles. Diſtracting! f Deich udn. 

Carles. Diſtracting! ſure never was ir admi- 
nfired with a Hand 15 gentle. 2 


Mar, 
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Mar. So! now you have convinc'd me, I have 2 


Underſtanding too— Why I ſhall certainly have 

e better Opinion of yours, for finding it out now. 

Charles. Your good Opinion's what I aim at. 

Mar. Ay, but the more I give it you, the better 
you'll think of me ſtill; and then I muſt think the bet- 
ter of you again, and then you the better of me upon 
that too; and ſo at laſt I fhall think ſeriouſly, and 
you'll begin to think ill of me. But I hope, Mr: 
Charles,. your good Senſe will prevent all this. 

Charles. I fee my Folly now, and bluſh at my Pre- 
ſumption : but yet to cure my weaning Heart, and re- 
concile me to my Doom, be yet ſincere, and ſatisfy 
one ſickly Longing of my Soul. | 

Mar. To my Power, command me. 

Charles. O] tell me then the Requifites I want, 
and what's the ſecret Charm that has prefer'd my Ri 
val to your Heart. | 

Mar. Come then, be chearful, and PII anſwer like 
a Friend. The Gentleneſs, and Modeſty of your Tem: 
per, would make with mine but an anequal Mixture: 
with you I ſhould be ungovernable, not know my ſelf; 
your Compliance would undo me. I am by Nature 
Vain, Thoughtleſs, Wild, and Wilful; therefore ak 
a higher Spirit to controul and lead me. For whatever 
ontward Airs I give my ſelf, I am within convinc'd, 
a Woman makes a very wrong Figure in Happmeſs, 
that does not think Superiority beit becomes her Huf- 
band. But what's yet more, tho' I confeſs you have 
Qualities uncommon in your Sex, and ſuch as ought to 
warm a Heart to love; yet here you come too late; 
Compaſſion's all within my power: And I know you 
cannot but have ſeen, I am under Obligations, I need 
not explain to you. 

Charles. I am ſatisfied Vou treat me with ſo kind 
and gentle a Concern, that I muſt ſubmit to it. 

Mar. [ Apart. ] Well! when all's done, he's a 
Fellow; and the firſt ſure, that ever heard Reaſon 2 
gainſt himſelf with fo good an Underſtanding. 

Enter a Servant with a Letter 10 Charles. 


Serv. Sir, the Colone ! order'd me to give this into 


your own Hands. hat. 
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. From my Brother ? Where is he ? 
Ser. I left him, Madam, at the Secretary's Office 
with one Sir Charles Trueman, and Mr. Heartly.| Ex. Ser. 
Charles. Ha! my Father! O! Heaven, tis his 
Hand too! Now I tremble! 
Mar. Come, Sir, take heart; I dare ſay there's 
News in't, and I ſhould be glad to hear it——But 
no Ceremony; pray read to your {elf firſt. 
Charles. Since you command me, Madam. 
[ Reads to himſelf. 
Mar. [ Apart. ] Lord! how one may live, and learn! 


I could not have believ'd, that Modeſty in a young Fel- 


low could have been ſo amiable a Virtue : And though, 
Fown, there is I Know not what of dear Delight in in- 
dulging one's Vanity with them; yet, upon ſerious Re- 

ion, we mult confeſs, that Truth and Sincerity 
have a Thouſand Charms beyond it. And I now find 
more Pleaſure in my ſelf-denying Endeavours to make 
this poor Creature eaſy, than ever I took in humbling 
the Airs and Aſſurance of a Man of Quality be- 
dere I had as good confeſs all this to Heartly, and ev'n 
make up the Buſtle with him too But then he wilk 
ſo teaze one for Inſtances of real Inclination——O Geck 
IU can't bear the Thought on't And yet we muſt 
come together too Well! Nature knows the way 
to be ſure, and fo I'll &en truſt to her for't Biel 


ne! What's the matter? you ſeem concern'd, Sir. 


Jo Charles wiping his Tears. 
Charles. I am indeed, but 'tis with Joy! O! Ma- 
2 . Father is reconcil'd to me: This Letter is 


Mar. Pray let's hear. 


Charles. ¶ Reading.] 
Dear Charles, 

This Day, by Colonel Woodvil, ['receiv/d the Joyful 
News 1 your being yet alive, and well: Though that's 
but half my Comfort. He has aſſur d me too, you have re- 
mne'd thoſe Principles, that made me think your Death 
J Happineſs. The Services you have intended his Fa- 
al, and may do the Government, in your juſt Detection 
fa Traytor that would ruin bath, have been fo well re- 
ev'd at Curt, and fa generouſly repreſented there by the 
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Colonel ard Mr. Hartley, hat they have obtain d an 
vr your Pardon; which I now ſtay the pa / 
; 1 Ar ms about you, 22 1 =" 2 of 
or Fear behind to interrupt the Fulneſs of my Foy. I an 
inform'd, that in revealing your ſelf to a certain fair Lay, 
you have let fall ſame Wards, that ſhew you have an in- 
nocent, tho. hopeleſs Paſſion for her. Tour Youth excuſe 
what is paſt ; but now conſider how far you owe your Lift 
„ Mr. Heartly: I therefore charge you, on my Bleſſing, 
to give up every idle Thought of Love, that may interrujt 
his Happineſs, or abate the Merit of what yon be dane ty 
deſerve the Pardon of your Severeign, or of your affefiq 
nate forgiving Father, Chatles Trueman. 


Mar. I am overjoy'd at your good Fortune, 
Charles. You, Madam, are the Source of all 


I am now ankic to thank you. [V 
Succeſs was ali | 


2 You owe me nothing, Sir; 
or. 

Charles. Pray excuſe me It would be Rudenef 
to trouble you with the tender Thoughts this muſt give 
a Heart oblig'd like mine. [Exit Charles. 

Mar. Poor Creature! how full his honeſt Heart is? 
What early Viciſſitudes of Fortune has he run 
Well! this was handſomely done of Hearth, 
ing what he had felt upon his account, to be fo cot 
cern'd for his Pardon. 

Enter Lady Woodvil. 

Lady W. Dear Maria, what will become of us? The 
Tyranny of this ſubtle Prieſt is inſupportable : He has 
ſo fortified himſelf in Sir John's Opinion by this laſt MiF 
conduct of your Brother, that I begin to loſe my uſual 
Power with him. 

Mar. Pray explain, Madam. 3 

Lady V. In ſpite of all I cou'd urge, he is this Mi- 
nute nga the Doctor to make his Addreſſes to you. 

Mar. 1 am glad on't: for the Beaſt muſt come like 
% to the Stake, I'm ſure: He knows I ſhall bait 

im. 

Lady V. No, no, he preſſes it, to keep Sir Jobs 


ſtill blind to his wicked Deſign upon me Theron 
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I came to you notice, that you might be prepar d 

to receive him. 
May. I am oblig'd to your Lady ſhip: Our Meeting 

will be a tender Scene, no doubt on't. 

W. You have heard, I ſuppoſe, what an extra- 

Settlement your Father has fign'd to. 

. Yes, Madam; but I am lad + your Ladyſhip's 
ke to . by it, however: For when I marry, 
it will be without the Doctor's Conſent, depend upon't. 

La . No, Child, 1 did not come into Sir Fobn's 
Family with a Defign to injare it, or make any one 
clit my Enemy: Whenever that Four Thouſand Pound 
fl into my Hands, you'll find it as firmly yours, as 
ifit had been given you, without that odious Condition. 

Mar. Madam, 1 think my ſelf as much oblig'd by 
this kind Intention, as the Performance: But if your 
Ladyſhip cou!d yet find a way to prove this Hypocrite 
aprivateVillain to my Father, Tam not without Hopes 
the Fuel will ſoon have enough againſt him, to give 
a Turn to the Settlement. 

'La<W. But fuppoſe that fails, what will become of 
your poor Brother ? 

Mar. But, dear Madam, I cannot ſuppoſe this Pel- 
by muſt not be hang'd at Taft ; and then, you know, 
the fame honeſt Hand that ties him up, releaſes the 


ſettlement, 


Lacy W. Not abſolutely, neither ; for this very Houſe 


' given him in preſent, which, tho! that were to be 


the End of him, would then be forfeited. 

Mar. Why, then my Brother muſt ev'n petition the 
. There have been Precedents of the ſame 

Favour, Madam. If not, he mult y for his Biun- 

(ering, and lay his next Plot deeper, I think. 

Lad V. I am glad you are ſo cheerful upon it, how- 
"er; it looks as if you had ſomething in Petro to de- 
pad upon. But here comes the Doctor. 

Enter Sir John, with the Doctor. 

dir Fob. Daughter, fince you have the Happineſs 

4 rag in the Eye of this n, 
& you give him an inſtant Opportunity to im- 

e it into an Amity for Life. hs 

Mar. 
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Mar. I hope, Sir, I ſhall give him no Occaſion 10 
alter his Opinion of me. 
Sir John. Why, that's well ſaid ; come, Sweet- 


we'll uſe no Ceremony. [ Exit Sir John, with 105 W. 


Maria and the Doctor land ſome time mute, in] 
Ci vilities, and a conſcious Contempt of each other. 

Mar. Pleaſe to fit, Sir. W hat can the ugly Cur 
ſay tome? He ſeems a little puzzled. This puts me in 
mind of the tender Interview between Lady Charktte 
and Lo rd Hardy in the Funeral. . 

Do. Look you, fair Lady, not to make many 
Words, I amy convinc'd, notwithſtanding your good 
Father's Favour, I am not the Perſon you defire to be 
alone with, upon this Occaſion. 

Mar. Your Modeſty—is pleas'd to be in the right, Sir, 

Doc. Humh! if I don't flatter my ſelf, you have al 
ways had a very ill Opinion of me. | 

Mar. A worſe, Sir, of no Mortal breathing. 

Do#. Humh! and it is likely it may be immoveable. 

Mar. No Rock ſo firm. LY 
| Deg. Humh! from theſe Premiſes then, I may rex 
ſonably conclude—yoa hate me heartily. | 

Mar. Moſt fincerely, Sir. 

Do8. Well ! there is, however, ſome Merit in ſpeaks 
ing therefore to be as juſt on my fide, I ou 
in Conſcience to let you know, that I have as 


a Contempt for you too. | | 
Mar. O! fy! you flatter me. [ Afectig a Bluſh 
Doc. Indeed I don't; you wrong your own 

fetions to think fo. 


Mar. Theſe Words from any Tongue but yours, 
might ſhock me; but coming from the only Man | 
hate——they charm me, | 

Do#. Admirable! there ſeems good Senſe in this: 
Have you never obſerv'd, Madam, that ſometimes the 

Diſcords raiſe the moſt agreeable Harmony? 

Mar. Yes. But what do you infer from thence ? 

Doc. That while we ſtill preſerve this Temper: in 
our Hate, a mutual Benefit may riſe from it. | 

Mar. O!] never fear me, Sir; I ſhall never fly out 


neing convinc d, that nothing gives ſo ſharp a res 
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one's Averfion, as good Breeding; as, on the contrary, 
il Manners often hide a ſecret Inclination. 
Doc. Moſt accurately diſtinguiſh'd—Well, Madam, 
« there no Project you can think of now, to turn this 
motual Averſion, as I faid, into a mutual Benefit? 

Mar. None, that I know of, unleſs we were to marry 
ſor our mutual Mortification. 
& D. What would you give then, to avoid marrying 


? 

1 My Life, with Joy, if Death alone cou'd ſhun 
ar When you marry any other Periom— my 
Conſent is neceſſary. 

Mar. So I hear indeed Zut pray, Doctor, tell me, 
om could your Modeſty receive fo inſolent a Power, 
without putting my poor Father out of Countenance 
with your Bluſhes ? | 

De8. You over-rate my Prudence: I ſought it not, 
bat he would croud it in among other Obligations: He 
v good - natur d, and I could not ſhock him by a Refu- 

Wou'd you have had me plainly told him, what 
a deſpicable Opinion I had of his Daughter? 

Mar. Or rather, what a favourable one you had of 
his Wife, Sir ? 

Deck. Humh, you ſeem to loſe your Temper. 

Mar. Why do you ſuppoſe, the whole Family does 
ut ſee it, except my Father? 

Def. If you will keep your Temper, I have ſome- 


3 
lar. Your Reproof is juſt; but I only rais'd my 
Voice, to let you know, I know you. 
Duck. You might have ſpard your Pains, it being of 
uence to my Propoſal, what youthink of me. 
= ot unlikely. Come, Sir, I am ready to re- 
. | 


De@. In one Word then I take it for granted, that 
ns would-marry Mr. Heartly——Am I right ? 

Mar. Onde in your Life, you are. 
Dat. Nay, no Compliments ; let us be plain 
Would: you marry him ? 

Mar. You are mighty nice, methinks—Well——1 
would, Doc. 
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Dock. Then I won't conſent to it=——Now, if you 
have any Propoſal to make me o if not, our Amour 
at anend ; and we part as Civil Enemies, as if we had 
been married this T welvemonth——T hink of it. 

Mar. ( Afide.) O the mercenary Villain, he wants 
to have a Fellow-feeling, I find What ſhall I do with 
him bite him—pretend to comply, and make my 
Advantage of it—Well, Sir, I underitand every thing 
but the Sum—if we agree upon that, it's a Bargain, 

Dea. Halt. 

Mar. What, Two Thouſand Pound for your Can. 
fent only ? | 

Dock. Why, is not Two Thouſand Pound worth 
Two Thouſand Pound? Don't you actually get ſo much 
by it? Is not the halt better than nothing? Come, 
come, ſay, I have us'd you like a Friend. 

Mar. Nay, I think it's the only civil Thing you 
have done, fince you came into the Family. 

Doc. Do you then make your Advantage of it. 

Mar. Why, as you ſay, Doctor, tis better than no- 
thing. But how is my Father to be brought into this? 

Doc. Leave that to my Management. 

Mar. What Security tho do you expect for this Mo- 
ney ? 

2 O! when I deliver my Conſent in Writing, 
Hear tly ſhall lay it me down in Panxk-Bills. 

Mar. Well! on one Proviſo, I'll undertake that too. 

Do#. Name it. 

Mar. Upon your immediately owning to my Father, 
that you are willing to give up your Intereſt to Mr. 
Heartly. 

De#. Humh !—ſtay-—T agree to it——you ſhall have 
Proof of it this Evening—But in the mean time, let 
me warn you too; Don't expect, after I have hinted 
what you defire to your Father, to make your Adyat- 
tages now by betraying me to him. You know my 
Power there; if you do, I can eaſily give it a Counter 
Turn: So diſcover what you pleaie, I ſhall only pity 


you. | 

Mar. O! I ſhall not ſtand in my own Light; I kno# 

your Power, and your Conſcience too well, dear _ 
1 
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Nay, I dare depend upon your being true to 
2 = 4 Here pom our — 1 Wl break 
i to him immediately. You'll prepare Mr. Heart in 
the mean-time. | 

Mar. Without fail. 

Do. I am fatished. 

Enter Sir John. 

Sir Fohn. Well, Sir, is my Daughter prudent ? Has 
the at laſt, a true and virtuous 5enie of Happineſs ? 

Doct. She underitands me better m I hoped, Sir. 

Mar. Well ſaid Equivocation. [ Hfde. 

Dock. If you pleaſe, Sir Fohbn, we'll take a Turn in 
the Garden, I have ſomething there to offer to you. 

Sir John. With all my heart, Sir, Maria. 
There's a Toy for thee Now thou art again my 
Daughter. [ Gives her a Ring. 

Come, Sir, I wait on you. 

[ Exeunt Sir John and Doctor. 

Mar. What this Fellow's Original was, I know not ; 
but by his Conſcience and Cunning, he would make an 
admirable Jeſuit— Here comes my Brother, and I hope 
with a good Account of him—— Well! Brother, What 
Succeſs ? 


Enter Colonel. 

Col. All that my honeſt Heart could wiſh for—Sub- 
fantial Affidavits! that will puzzle him to anſwer; I 
have planted a Meſſenger at the next Door, who has a 
2 in his Pocket, when I give the Word, to take 

May. Why ſhould not you do it immediately, he's 
now in the Garden with my Father. | 

Col. No; our ſeizing him now for Treaſon, I am a- 
fraid won't convince my Father of his Villany : My De- 
ign is not only to get my Father out of his hands, but 
to drive the pernicious Principles he has inſtill'd, out of 
my Father too. 

Mar. That I doubt will be difficult. 

Col. Not at all, if we can firſt prove him a private 
Villain to him. My Father's Honeſty will ſcon reflect, 
and may receive as ſudden a Turn as his Credulity. 
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Mar. That's true again; and I hope I am furniſh} 
with a new Occafion to begin the Alarm to him. ' 

Col. Pray what it? 

Mar. Not to trouble you with Particulars ; but in 
mort, I have agreed with the Docter, that Hearth ſhall 
give him Two Thouſand Pounds for his Conſent ; with. 
out whieh, you know, by my Father's late Settlement, 
Heartly and I can never come together. 

Col. And does the Monſter really inſiſt upon't? 

Mar. Not only that, but ev'n defies me to make an 
Advantage of the Diſcovery. 

Cal. would think the Villain ſuſpects his Footing 
in the Family is but ſhort-liv'd, he is in ſuch haſte to 
Have his Pennyworths out on't. But prithee, Siſter, 
What Secret's this, that you have yet behind in thoſe 
Writings that Charles brought to you? 

Mar. O! that's what I can't yet tell you. 

Col. Why, pray? 

Mar. Becauſe, when you have done all you can, I 
am reſoly'd to reſerve ſome Merit againſt him to my ſelf, 

Col. But why do you ſuppoſe I would not aſſiſt in it? 

Mar. You can't, it's now too late. 

Col. Pſhah! this is raſh, and ridiculous. 

Mar. Ay, may be ſo; I ſuppoſe Hearth will be of 
that Opinion too: But if he is, you had better adviſe 

him to keep it to himſelf. 

Cal. You will have your obſtinate Way, I ſind. 

Mar. It can't be worſe than yours, I'm ſure ; remem- 
ber how you came off in your laſt Project; I know you 
meant well, but you are diſ-inherited for all that. 

Col. That's no Surprize to me; but I am aſham'd 
however. 

Mar. By the way; What have you done with Heart- 
5 why is he not here? f 

Col. He has been here, but you muſt excuſe him; he 
was obliged to call in haſte for Charles, whom he took 
home with him in his own Coach, where his Father 
waited to receive him. 

Mar. The poor Boy by this Time then has ſeen him. 
Sure their meeting muſt have been a moving Sight; 1 
would give the World methinks for a true Account . * 
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. Houſe they The Father, Charles Truc- 
. to be 2 $ Les Acquaintance. 
| ell! [ own Heartly has gain'd upon me by this. 


ir [am glad — leaſt. Hut I muſt let 
my Lady Enow er Progreſs we have made in the 
Dadiar's Buſineſs, and beg her Aſſiſtance to finiſh him. 
[Exit Col. 
1 Enter a Servant. 
Ser. Madam, Mr. Hearty. 
Mar. Defire him to walk in. 
Enter Heartly. 
Heart, To find you thus alone, Madam, was an 
« cry did not c ect from the Temper of our 


E. I ſhould have been as well pleas'd now to have 
deen thank d as 4, ==a\7 for my Good-Nature; but 
| you will be in the _ I find. 

Hut. Indeed took me wrong; I litte 
dens, that I was afraid you would, not ſo ſoon th 
deſerv'd this Favour. 
. 


Twas I, I own it. More is not in my 
mer; all the Amends that have been, I have made 
Jou: 2 oy of ſeeing you, has waited, till what 
1 5 cart unaſk'd, was perſected 5 my own 
Fadon was d, till I had ſecur'd one ev'n for a 
nals Life, w. you fe. jul juſtly had compaſſionated. 
Her. Pook ! Bat why would you ſay wnas#d now ? 
'd t you confider your doing it fo, is balf the Merit 
«the Action . 53 vou have no Art; you 


= * 


bould-have left me to have taken Notice of that ; only 
ine now, how kind, and handſome an Acknow- 
| pk have — 1 
y 425 ? 
Vita what a wanzon, char 8 you play 
n Tenderneſs? 


Mer. * but was not r 
. ber.) * ſhall not be 


You can't be more agreeable. 
D Mar. 
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Mar. O! but I am ſerioas. 
Heart. Then I'll be ſo Do you forgive me all? 


Mar. What. [Looking on her Fan, as net bearing lim, 


Heart. Are we Friends, Maria? 
Mar. O Lord ! but ou have told me nothing 
Charles ; Pray how did his Father receive him ? 
Heart. Muſt you needs know that, before oo tiki 
me? 
Mar. Lord! you are never well till you have ulli 
one out of omg pu & * 
Heart. Come, I won't too particular, 
anſwer nothing—— Give me but your Hand Jon 
Mar. Pſhah! I won't pull off my Glove, not I. 
Heart. I'll take it as it is then. 
Mar. Lord! there, there, eat it, eat it. "1 
b Her- it awkardly to bin, 
Heart. And fo I could by Heav'n. 


Kits it eagerly, and pull 0 — C. 


Mar. O my Glove ! my Glove! my Glove 


Pooh are in a perfect Storm ! Lee yen 


ſuch a Rout with one's Hand only, what would you 
if you had one's Heart? 

Heart. That's impoſſible to tel Zut you were 
aſking me of Charles, Madam. 

Mar. O! ay that's true! Well, now you are good 
again Come tell me all that Affair, 5 
Mall ſee how [ will like you [Wantonh, 
Heart. O! that I could — play with Inclinatian 

Mar. Pſhah! but you dot t tell me nom. 

Heart. There is not much to tell————Where tw 
ſuch tender Paſſions met, Words had but faintly Hoke 
them. The Son conducted to the Door, with ſudden 
Fear ſtopt ſhort, and burſting into Sighs, o'erchary'd 
with Shame, and Joy, had almoſt fainted in my Arms. 
The Father, touch with his Concern, mov 
with a kindly Smile to meet him. At this he took er 
Life, and ſpringing from his Hold, fell proſtrate at ku 
Feet: where mute, and trembling, for a while be . 
At length with ſtreaming Eyes, and fa bes 
he begg'd his Bleſſing, bd his Pardon. 

Father caught him in his Arms, and * 
Jicad _ his Check, kiſſed him, and 
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Hhaven prote thee! then into his Hand the Roy- 
3 
he cry" t 
4 am ff 7 thy Father. The grateful Youth, rai- 
__uY Heart-ſwollen Voice, re 515d, May Heaven 
the Royal Life that g * v But here, their 
grew too ſtrong for farther Speech : Silent Em- 
braces, alternate Sighs, and mingling Tears, were all 
their Language now. The moving Scene became too 
tender for my Eyes, and call'd methought for Privacy ; 
there — I left them, to recover into breathing 
Senſe, and utterable Joy. 
Mar. Well! of all the inmoſt Tranſports of the Soul, 
there's none _ dance into the Heart, like Friendly 


Heart. Thoſ- Tranſports mig - ours, Maria, 
would you but try your Power 
Mar. Which of thoſe TWO TS you think was 
ieſt at that Meeting! 
O! the Faber, doubtleſs ; Great Souls feel 
kind of honeſt Glory in Forgiving, that far exceeds 
te rand rt of receiving P 
Mar. Now I think to bend the ſtubborn Mind to aſk 
it, ij an equal Conqueſt; and the Joy ſuperior to receive, 
wherethe Heart wiſhes to be under Obligations. 
Heart Put me into the happy Boy's Condition, and 
| may then, perhaps, reſolve you better. 
Mar. You! ſhall poſitively bring him into Acquaintance. 
Heart. Upon my Word I will. 
12 him to all the Women of Taſte; 
4 PI have you call him my pretty Fellow too. 
Heart. Iwill indeed: but hear me 
Mar. I'm poſitive, if he had White Stockings de would 
cat down all the Danglers at Court in a Fortnight ! 
Heart. O! no doubt on't ; but 


Ln You can't conceive how prettily he makes Love 
2 Not ſo well, as you make your Defence, 
Mr. O Lord ! I had — ne me 
_ | forgot———he's to teach 

D 3 Heart - 
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Heart. O, the trifliug Tyrant! How long, Marie, 
do you think you can find out new Evaſions tor what [ 


ſay unto — 

Mar. you are horrid ſilly! But ſince tis Love 
that makes you ſuch a Dunce — poor Heartly, ——[ 
forgive you. [Exter Colonel, unſcen. 

Heart. That's kind, however—— But to compleat 
my Joy, be kinder yet and 

Mar. O! I can't, I can't———Lord ! did you never 
ride a Horſe-Match ? 

Heart. Was ever ſo wild a Queſtion ? 

Mar. Becauſe if you have, it runs in my Head, you 
certainly gallap'd a Mile beyond the Winning -Polt to 
make ſure on't. 

Heart. Now I underſtand you: But fince you will 
have me touch every thing ſo very tenderly, Maria, 


how ſhall I find proper Words to aſk you the Lover's. 


lait neceſſary Queſtion ? 
* Mar. O! there's a thouſand Points to be adjuſted, 
be fore that's anſwer'd. 
Col. (Coming unexpeFedly between them.) Name them 
this Moment then, for poſitively this is the laſt Time of 
| Mas Pſhah ! Who ſent for you? 
Col. I only came to teach you to ſpeak plain Engliþ, 
my Dear. 
Mar. Lord ! mind yourown Buſineſs, can't you? 


Col. So I will; for I will make you do more of 


yours in two Minutes, than you would have done with- 
out me in a Twelvemonth. Why, how now! What! 
db you think the Man's to dangle after your ridiculous 
Airs for ever? 

Mar. This is mighty pretty. 

Col. You'll ſay ſo on Thurſday Sevennight, (for let 
Affairs take what Turn they will in the Family} that's 
poſitively your Wedding-Day—Nay, you ſhan' ſtir. 

Mar. Was ever ſuch Afſuragge ? 

Heart. Upon my Life, MaYum, I am out of Coun- 
tenance, I don't know how to behave myſelf to him. 

Mar. Na, no, let him go on, only This is b$ 
yond whatever was known, ſure! | 


e 


The Non-JUR OR. 77 


Heart. Admirable! I hope it will come to ſome- 
thing. Aal. 
2 Ha! ha! If I were to leave you to yourſelves 
now, what a Couple of pretty out · of · countenance Fi- 
you would make ; humming and hawing upon 
* Points of Joeinture and Pin- money? — Come, 
come! I know what's proper o both ſides, you ſhall. 
leave it to me. | 
Heart. I had rather Maria would name her own 
"Tt Have you a mind thing particular? 
Col. Have you a mind to an ing. 
F e [To Maria. 
Mar. Why ſure! what! do you think I'm * to be 
fll'd out here as you pleaſe, and ſu eetned, ſipp d 
like a Diſh of Bohea ? 
Cal. Why, pray Madam, when your Tea's ready, 
what have you to do but to drink it? But you, I ſup- 
e, expect a Lover's Heart like your Lamp, ſhould 
always flaming at your Elbow, and when it's ready 
to go out, you indolently ſupply it with the Spirit of 
Cantradiction. | 
Mar. And fo you ſuppoſe, that your Aſſurance has 
made, an end of this Matter ? 
Ce}. Not till you have given him your hand upon it. 
Mar. That then would compleat it. 
Cal. Perfectly. 
Mar. Why then take it, Hearty. 
Giving ber Hand e Hessdy. 
Heart. O ſoft Surprize! Exſtatick Joy! 
Mar. Now I preſume you are in high 17 ory 
Col. No, Siſter, now you are conſiſtent with that 
good Senſe I always thought you Multrefſs of. . 
_ I'm afraid, Mr. Heartly, we are both oblig d 
w him. | 
Heart. If you think ſo, Maria, my Heart 
Is under double Obligations laid. ¶ Embracing hap. 
Gol. If it cements our Friendſhip, I 1 — 
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2 and _— * 
Mar. now, Heartiy, you have nothing 
do but to look . and, if 
to forget what I have been to you : Though ti a hor- 
rid Reſtraint you lay upon our Sex: You firſt make it 
the Buſineſs of your Lives to blow up our Vanity, and 
then prepoſterouſly expect we ſhould be prudent and 
humble: That is, you invite us to a Feaſt, where "tis 
criminal to taſte, or have an Appetite ; you put a Sword 
into 5; Child's Hand, and then are angry if it does Miſ- 
chief. 

Heart. You give up too much, Maria; I never 
treated you ſo : What might have been Flattery to moſt 
Women, was but honeſt Truth to you. 

Zar. Why look you there now ! Is not that 
to turn any poor Woman into a Changeling ? 

Heart. No, becauſe tis true ; charge me with a 
Falſhood and I ſubmit. 

Mar. Nay then, did you not once tell me, that all 
my Airs and Follies were merely put on in compli- 
ance to the World, and that was only na 
tural to me; that ev'n my Affectation (I have not for- 
got your Words) carried more Sincerity, than the ſe- 
rious Vows of other Women ? | 

| Heart. By all my Happineſs I think ſo ſtill. 
Mar. What, ſeriouſty ? 

Heart. Upon my Soul I do. 

Mar. Lord ! that's delightful ! Do you really love 
me then, Heartly ? Do, tell me, for now I begin to 
believe every thi 2 you ſay to me. But don't neit 
I am vain ſtill— Twas my Vanity that made me uk 


8 Now I don't take it fo. ; 
Mar. There was ſome in't, I am ſure, tho' it begins 
to dwindle, I can tell you. 
Heart. No matter, I love you as you are, I would 
not have you loſe your Pleaſantry, Maria. | 
. Mar. Well, do, let me be filly ſometimes. 
Heart. O! I can play with you for that Matter. 
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Far. Pſhah ! you'll laugh at me. 

= Not while you are good in Eſſentials. 

Mar. Indeed Ill be very good. 

Hear. O fy ! that will be the way to make me ſo. 
Mar. Lord! what fignifies Senſe, where there is ſo 
much Pleaſure in Folly ? 

Heart. No perſect Paſſion ever was without it; the 
Pleaſure would ſubſide, were we always to be wiſe in it. 

Mar. For my part I think fo : But will you really 
fand to the Agreement tho”, that I have with the 
Doctor?) 

Heart, Why not ? You ſhall not break your Word 
upon my account, tho' he might be a Villain you gave 


ut to. 
Mar. Well, I take it as a Compliment ; not but I 


dave ſome Hopes of getting over it, and jultly too; but 


don't let me tell you now. I love to ſurprize—Tho? 
you ſhall know all if you deſire it. 

Heart. No, Maria, | don't want the Secret; I am 
ſatisfied in your Inclination to truſt me. 

Mar. Well then, I'll keep the Secret, only to ſhew 
you, that you upon Occaſion may truſt me with one. 

Heart. After that, Maria, it would be wronging you 
to ask it: But pray, Madam, has the Doctor yet given 

11 of his having declin'd his Intereſt to your 
? 

Mar. Yes, he told me juſt now, he had thim 

to pauſe upon it, and does not queſtion in two Days to 
compleat it;; but defires in the mean time you will be 
ready and punctual with the Premium. 
Heart. Suppoſe I ſhould talk with Sir'Fobn my ſelf; 
ta true he has flighted me of late, but however, I ought 
CT wank his Conſent, tho' I have but little Hopes 

t 


Mar. By all means, do ſo— Here he comes This 
may 6 too, that we are pte- 
parmg * 7 

Enter Sir John, and Lady Woodvil, who walks apart 

with Maria. 


Sir Taba. Mr. Heartly, I ara glad I have met with 
D 4 Heart. 
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Heart. I have endeavour d twice to-day, Sir, 6 
pay my Reſpects to ou. | 

Sir John. Sir, Pl be plain with you——I went out 
to avoid you; but where the Welfare of a Child is con. 
cern'd, you muſt not take it ill, if we don't ſtand upon 
Ceremony.—However, ſince I have Reaſon now to be 
more in Temper, than perhaps I was, at that Time, 
I ſhall be glad to talk with you. | 

Heart. F take it as a Favour, Sir. 

Sir Fohn. Sir, Doctor WF informs me, that hei 
well aſſured you were born the Year before the Revolu- 
tion: Now, Sir, I ſhould be glad to be well ſatisfied in 
that Point; a greater Conſequence depending on it, per- 
haps than you imagine. | 
Heart. Sir, I have been always told that was my Age; 
but for your farther Satisfaction, I appeal to the Regi 

Sir Jabs. Sir, I dare believe you, and am glad to hear it. 

Hear. But pray, Sir, may I beg leave to aſk, why 
you are ſo concern d to know this? | 

Sir Fohn. Becauſe, Sir, if this be true, Lam fatisfied 
may be a regular Chriſtian ; the Doubt of which, may 
have, perhaps, done you ſame Diſſervice in my private 
Opinion. oo, 
ah,” 2 Sir, if that can reconcile me to it, I ſhall 
thankful for the Benefit, without conſidering why I that 
way came to deſerve it. | 
Sir Jen. That Argument might hold us now too long. 
— But, Sir, — — here's the your Principles 
mine have the Misfortune to differ: Yours being (as | 
take it) entirely on the Revolution fide. :" 
Heart. If I am not mifinform'd, Sir, you yourſdF 
commanded a Regiment in Defence of it. hs 
Sir oba. I did fo, and thought it juſt. Twould be 
fruitleſs, perhaps, to offer you the Reaſons, that fincp 
have alter'd my Opinion: But now, Sir, even fi 
that I err in Principle, you muſt ſtill allow, that Con- 
ſcience is the Rule thatevery honeſt Man ought to walk 


by. 

Heart. Tis granted, Sir. N 

Sir John. Then give me leave to tell you; bir, that 
giving you my . would be to act againſt chat 
Conſcience I pretend te, and canſequently the ſame Ii 
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Alige meè to beſtow her, where the ſame Principles with 


- mine, I think deſerve her. Now, Sir, conſult 


ron Honour, and tell me, how you can ſtill pur- 
E my Daughter, without doing Violence to 43 

Heart. But, Sir, to ſhorten this Diſpute, ſuppoſe the 
Doctor (whom I preſume you deſign her for) actually 
conſents to give me up his Intereſt ; might not that ſoften - 
your Objections to me? 

Sir Fohn. But why do you ſuppoſe, Sir, he would 
give up his Intereſt ? | 

Heart. I only judge from what your Daughter tells 

Sir 


me, - Sir. 

Sir John. My Daughter? 

Heart. I appeal to her. 

Mar. And I appeal even to your ſelf, Sir——Has not 
the Doctor juſt now in the Garden ſpoke in favour of 
Mr. Heartly to you? Nay, pray, Sir, be plain, becauſe 
more depends on that, than you can eaſily imagine or 


Sir Fohn. What ſenſeleſs Infinuation have you got in 
your Head now ? 

Mar. Be ſo kind, Sir, firſt to anſwer me, that I 
may be better able to inform you. 

Sir Tabs. Well, I own he has declin'd his Intereſt, 
in favour of Mr. Hearty: Bat I muſt tell you, Madam, 
he did it in ſo modeſt, ſo friendly, ſo good-natur'd, ſo 
conſcientious a Manner, that I now think my ſelf more 
than ever bound in Honour to eſpouſe him. | 

Mar. But now, Sir, (only for Argument ſake) ſup- 
poſe I could prove, that all this ſeeming Virtue was ut- 
terly artificial; that his Regard to Mr. Hearily was nei- 
ther founded upon Modeſty, Friendſhip, Good-nature 
nor Conſcience ; or in ſhort, that he has baſely betray d 
and fold the Truſt you made him; like a Villain bar- - 
terd, bargain'd to give me to Mr. Heartiy, for half the 
Four Thouſand Pound you have valued his Conſent at : 
I fay, ſuppoſe this were the Caſe, where would be his 
Sir? r 

abn. And I ſay tis impious to e ĩt. | 
Heart. Under 3 Sir, how is u olbie your 
ter could know the Doctor had ſpoke to you 
D 5 upon 
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upon this Head, if he himſelf had not told her ſo, in 


conſequence of his 7 2 ? 

Sir Fabr. Sir, I don't admit your Conſequence : Her 
knowing it from him is no Proof, that he might not 
ſtill reſign her from a Principle of Modeſty or Good- 
Nature. 

Mar. 'Then, Sir, from what Principle muſt . 
poſe that I accuſe him ? n 8 

Sir John. From an obſtinate Prejudice to all that's 
Good and Virtuous. 

Mar. That's too hard, Sir. What Blot has ſtain'd 
my Life, that you can think ſo of me? But, Sir, the 
worſt your Opinion can provoke me to, is to marry 
Mr. Hearty, without either his Conſent or yours. 

Sir John. What, do you brave me, Madam? 

Mar. [in Tears) No, Sir, but I ſcorn a Lye, and 
will ſo far vindicate my Integrity, as to inſiſt on your 
helieving me; if not, as a Child whom you abandon, 
I have a Right to throw my ſelf into other Arms for 
Protection. 

Heart. O Maria! how thy Spirit charms me ![ 

to 


Sir Johr. I am confounded! thoſe Tears cannot by 
counterfeit, nor can this be true. | 
' LadyW. Indeed, my Dear, I fear it is, it would be 
cruel to her Concern to think it wholly falſe ; can you 
ſuppoſe ſhe'd urge ſo groſs an Accuſation only to expoſe 
her ſelf to the Juſtice of your Reſentment ? 

Sir John. What, are you againſt him too? then he 
has no Friend but me, and I cannot, at fo ſhort a Warn- 
ing, give him up to Infamy and Baſeneſs. 

Lady V. Good Sir, be compos'd, and aſk your Heart 
one farther Queſtion. 

Sir 7obn. What would you ſay to me? 

Lady V. In all our mutual Courſe of Happineſs, have 
I ever yet deceiv'd you with a Falſhood ? 

Sir Fon. Never, I grant it, nor has my honeſt Heart 
yer — 8 thy Goodaefs with a jealous Thought of it. 

Lady V. Would you then believe me, hould* I accuſe 
him too? even of Crimes, that Virtue bluſhes but to 


mention. 


Sir Jabu. Towhat Extravagance would you drive me? 
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his own Reproach and Ruin: But knowing then your 
Temper was inacceſſible, I durſt not offer it. But now, 
in better hope of being believ*d, I here avow the Truth 
of all he was accus'd of then. 

Sir Jobn. Will you diſtract me! my Senſes could not 
* . Indeed they he ſaw you liſining, and 

W. In were ; you liſtning, 
Bs - + 4 turn'd his impious bare-fac'd Love to me, 
into equivocal Interceſhons pretending to Maria. 

Sir John. You ſtartle me. 

Lady W. Could you otherwiſe ſuppoſe, your Son 
would have brought you to be Witneſs of his own weak 
Malice in accuſing him ? 

Sir Jobs. I'm all Aſtoniſhment. 

Lady V. Come, Sir, ſuſpend your Wonder, reſpite 
your Belief even of this, till groſſer Evidence convinces 
you : _— before your face, ſhould let you 
ſee his Villany, make him repeat his odious Love to me, 
at once throw off his Mask, and ſhow the bare-fac'd 
Traytor ? 

Sir Fohn. Is it poſſible? Make me but Witneſs of 
that Fact, and I ſhall ſoon accuſe my ſelf, and own my 
folly equal to his Baſeneſs: but pardon me, as I in ſuch 
2 Caſe would not believe, ev'n him accuſing you, ſo am 
I bound in equal Charity to think, you yet may be de- 
ceiv'd, in what you charge on him. 

Lach W. lis jutt —let it be ſo we'll yet ſuppoſe 
him innocent, till you your ſelt pronounce him guilty : 
and fiance I have itak'd my Faith upon the I ruth of 
what I urge, tis fit we bring him to immediate | ryal : 
But then Sir, I muſt beg you to deſcend even to the 
poor Shifts we are reduc'd to. 

Sir John. All, to any thing to eaſe me of my Doubts, 
propote them. 

Lady V. They that would ſet Coils for Beaſts af Prey, 
mait lurk in humble Caves to watch their Haunts. 

Sir Fobn, Fiace me wnele you pleate. 

Lady M. Under this Tai. is your only Stand, the 
Carper will conceal you 

dir Fobn, Be it ſo, I'll t“ iy Pod, what more? 
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Lady W. Mr. Heart, ſhall we beg your leave; ind* 
you Maria, take the leaſt ſuſpeted way to fend the 
Dactor to me immediately. +4 

Mar. I have a Thought will do it, Madam, cone 
Sir. [Exit Mar. and Heart: 
Lady N. Here Sir, take this Cuſhion, you will be 
eaſier, [Sir John gors under the Table.] Now Sir, you 
malt conſider how deſperate a Diſeaſe I have unden 
taken to cure, therefore you mutt not winch nor ſtir too 
ſoon, at any Freedom you obſerve me take with him; 
be ſure lie cloſe and Eil. and when the Proof is full, ap. 
pear at your Diſcretion. N 

Sir Fohn.. Fear not, I'll be patient. 

Lay W. Huſh! he comes. 

Enter Doctor with a Book. 

Doc. Your Woman told me, Madam, you were here 
alone, and defir'd to ſpeak with me. 

Lady W. I did Sir, but that we may be ſure we are 
alone, pray ſhut the outward Door, and fee that Paſ- 
fage too be clear, another Surprize might ruin us 
is all ſafe ?- | 

Do. I have taken care, Madam. 

Lady V I am afraid I interrupt your Meditations. 

Do#. Say rather you improve them: You, Madam, 
were the Subject of my ſolitary Thoughts, I take in all 
the little Aids I can to guard my Frailty, and truly I 
have receiv'd great Conſolation from an unfortunate 
Example here before me. 

Lady W. Pray of what kind, Sir ? | 

Do#. I had juſt dipt into poor Eki/a's Paſſion for" 
Hbelard; It is indeed a piteous Conflict! How terrible! 

How penitent a Senſe ſhe ſhews of guilty Pleaſures paſt, 
and fruitleſs Pains to ſhut them from her Memory! 

Lady V. have read her Story, Sir. 

Do. Is it not pitiful ? 

Lady W. A Heart of Stone might feel for her. 

Dact. O; think then, what I endure for you, ſuch 
are my Pains ; but ſuch is my Sincerity, tho” I fear my 
being reduc'd to feign a Paſſiom for Maria, in my late 

Sarprize, has dane diſhanour to the Vows I then pre- 
ferr'd to you. 


Lady W. Tas on that point, I wanted now to lk 
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x you, not knowing then, how far you might miſ- 


. 
| it ve in I was your E- 
12 | joir'd in your Defence againit him, it 
— {lh fly evident I was his; but ſince I have 
Vie for his Friendſhip, and, as I ſaw your Credit with 
Sir John needed no ſupport, I hope you'll think be- 
ewixt the two Extremes I have acted but a prudent Part. 
Doc. Let me preſume to hope then; what I did, you 
Joe was Telf-Defence, and N 


eceſſity. 
V. "Twas wonderful! ſurpriſing to perſection! 
The Wit of it ———but I won't tell you, what effet it 


* 


Lach W. No, was nothing 
need you aſk me ? | 

Dock. Why do you thus decoy my fooliſh Heart, and 
feed it with ſuch Hybla Drops of Flattery ? You can- 


not ſure think kindly of me. 


Lad . O 3 Fear] Vou too, I find, can 

flatter in your turn: You know how well the fi 

force of Modeſty prevails. O Men! Men! Men! 
De#. Twere Arrogance to think I have deſerv'd this 


Goodneſs : but treat me as you pleaſe, I'll be at leaſt. 


fncere to you, and frankly own, I ſtill ſuſpect, that 
all this foftning Favour is but Artifice. 
Lady W. Well! well! I'd have you think ſo. 
Dock. What Tranſport would it give, to be afſur'd I 
you! but O] I fear this Shadow of Compliance 
yr meant to lure me from Maria, and then as fond 
Irion's were of old, to fill my Arms with Air. 


Lady W. Methinks this Doubt. of me, ſeems rather 


founded on your ſecond Thoughts of not reſigning her; 


Us ſhe, I kud, is your ſubſtantial Happineſs. 

De2. O that you could but fear I thought ſo! how 
taly dwere to prove my Coldneſs, or my Love? 

Lady W. O Sir, you have convinc'd me now of both. 
| Do. Can all this pretty Anger then be real? take 
heed, fair Creature, it flatters more, chan Kindneſs. 

Lady W. I can aſſure you, Sir, I ſhould have ſpard 
Jos this trouble, had 1 known how deeply you were 
wgzg d to her. 
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Deck. Nay then I muſt believe you ; but indeed 
wrong me, to prove my Innocence; tis not an Hour 
I preis d Sir Taba to give Maria to young Hearth, . 
I. O! all Artifice ! you knew that modeſt Re 
nation, would make Sir Jobs but warmer in your 

Doc. Since you will rip the Secret from my Heart 
know then, I actually have fold her like * to 
her Childiſh Lover, for two thouſand times her Value. 

al 

Do. is 1s true, or may I in you be bleſt 
or miſerable. n 

Lady W. But how can you ſuppoſe Sir Jabn will ev 
hear of it? | 
De3. Alas! Man! 1 11 his own Welk. 
neſs, he's into Shape, if you but 
ſtroke his Humour: I 2328 on his Cong 2 
beſide, I intend to-morrow to perſuade him tis for the 
Intereſt of our Cau/e it ſhould be ſo, and then I kaw 
him ſure. 

Lady W. Fy! how is that poſſible? he can't be ſo 
implicit! ulous, you don't take him ſure for a M 
man Catholick. 

Doc. m — not abſolutely —— But, poor Soul! he 
little thinks how near he is one. *I'is true, name to 
Him bat Rome, or Popery, he ſtartles, as at a Monſter: 
But gild its groſſeſt Doctrines with the Stile of EAI. 
Catiolick, he twallows down the Poiſon, like a Cordial. 

Lady W. Nay, if he's fo far in yow Power, it cannot 
fail, he mutt conient: well Six, now ] give you leave w 
guels the Reaſon, Why I too, at our lait meeting, fo 
warm!y preſt you to reſign A1 ia. 

Dot. I: it potuble I was I then ſo- early your Concern? 

H. lou car not blame me ſure, tor having there 
oppes'd your Happineſs, 

Deo. I die upon te Tranſport. [Taking ber Nun. 

Lady W. Bc ſure you are ſecret now: your lea Im- 

2 makes theie, like fairy Favours, vaniſh m3 
oment. : 
Dar. How can you form fo vain a Fear? | 

Lady W. Call it not vain, for let cur Converſe end 
in what it may, you ſtill ſuall find, my Fame is dear 
to me, as Lite. | 
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| Where can it find ſo ſure a guard? the grave 

ity of my Life will ſtrike Suſpicion dumb, and 
= may mock. the Malice of Detraction: I am no 


| giddy, looſe-liv'd Courtier, whoſe falſe Profeſſions end 


caly in his Boaſt of Favours: No, fair ſpotleſs Miracle, 
the Myſteries of Love are only fit for Hearts recluſe, and 
elevate as mine? my Happineſs, like yours, depending 
mach W. Tis you muſt anſwer for this Folly. 
Dock. I take it whole upon my ſelf, the guilt be only 
but be our Tranſports mutual——come lovely 
Creature, let us withdraw to privacy, where murmur- 
ing Love ſhall huſh thy Fears, and loſe them in the 
Sir 2 epping /ofily behind him, ſeizes him by tha 
i Ja ray tor roat.] 
 De8. Ah! ( 1 ) 
Fobn. Is this thy Sanctity? this thy Doctrine! 
thy Meditations ! If ſtung with my Abuſes I now 
hould tab thee to the Heart, what Devil durſt murmur 
ere not an Act of Juſtice? But fince thy vile Hypo- 
eniſy unmaſk'd, muſt make Mankind abhor thee, be 
thy own ſhame, thy living Puniſhment. 
Dock. Do, triumph Sir——your Artifice has well 
ſucceeded I ſee your ends, you needed not ſo deep a 


| Plot to part with me. [Trembling. 


Sir Fabr. Suppreſs thy weak Evaſions—Ungrateful 
Wretch ! Have I for this redeem'd thee from the [aws of 
Fog Poverty, fed, cloath'd, loved, preferr'd thee to my 

om, to my Family, and Fortune ; Wife, Children, 
Friends, Servants, all that were not Friends to thee, 


counted as my Enemies; nay more, to crown my 


Faith in thee, I have relied on thy Integrity ev'n for 
my future Happineſs: And how hait thou, in one ſhort 
Day requited me ? Taking the Advantage of my blind- 
ed Paſſion, thou haſt turn'd the Duty of my Son to his 
Undoing ; ſordidly haſt ſold the I ruſt I made thee of 
my Daughter, attempted, like a felonious I raytor, to 
duce my Wife, and haſt, I fear, with poiſonous 
Joctrines too enſnat d my Soul. 


Lady W. Now Heav'n be prais'd his Heart ſeems 
conſcious of his Error, , | 


The N 0N-] vu ror; 


Sir Fobn. But why do I reproach thee? Had 1 
1. thou never could K hay 
prov'd ſo a Villain — Whether Heaven intends 
all this to puniſh or to fave me, yet I know not; my 
Senfes ſtagger at the View, and my Reflection's loſt iy 
wild Aſtoniſhment. He fands uf. 

Dock. This Snare was worthy of you, Madam, 
you have made this Villain of me. [.{art to Lady W. 

Lady W. Y ou would have made me worſe, bnt I have 
only ſhewn him what you were- before. 

. I thank you. 

Lady W. Thank your own Ingratitude and Wicked. 
nefs : but I muſt now purſue my Victory. [ t Lady w. 

Da#. [ Apart. ] No: it ends not here. tie was not 
brought to liften to this Proof alone I here's ſomething 

yet deſign'd againſt me I muſt be ſpeedy 
Suppoſe I talk with Charles, alarm him with our com- 
mon Danger, point out his Ruin as our only means of 


8 


Safety, and like the Panther in the Toil provok'd, tum 


Mort with Vengeance on my Hunters. 

Sir Jahn. What ! ſtill within my fight! Of all my 
Follies, which is it tells thee, that I now ſhall keepmy 
Temper ? 

DoF. [Turning boldly to him.] Whom do you me- 


nace, me ir? Reflect upon your own Condition firſt, 


and where you are. 

Sir John. What would the Villain drive at! I prithee 
leave me, I cannot look on thee ; thy overbearing In- 
ſolence confounds me: But ſince thy Wickedneſs has 
tarn'd my Eyes upon myſelf, and to thy Crimes detected, 
I hope to owe my future Innocence, as the ſore Wound 
the Viper gives, the Viper beſt can cure. For that one 
E may Heaven like me forgive thee : but ſeek thy 

in 


Inſtant: hence! be gone! and fee my ſhameful Face 
no more. 


Do#. Nay then, tis time to be myſelf, and let vo 


know, that I am Maſter here ; turn you out, Sir, this 
* is mine: and now, Sir, at your Peril dare to in- 
t me. 


Sir John. O! Heaven ! "tis true; thou haſt diſarm d 


my Jultice, and turn'd its Sword into my own weak 
Sz 


” — 


g in ſome other place out of my Houſe, this 
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am I had forgot my Folly, tis fit it ſhould 
de ſo, and Heaven i Jul, at once to let me ſee my 


Crime and Puniſhment O my poor injur'd Son ! 
»» Whither ſhall I fly to hide me from the World? 
Enter Lady Woodwil. 
Lady V. Whither are you going, Sir? 
Sir Fohn. I know not Jas ere it ſeems Iam a 
—the Maſter of this Houſe has warn'd me 
hence ; and fince the Right is now in him, *tis juſt I 
hould reſign it. 

Lady V. You ſhall not ſtir: he dares not act with 
ſuch abandon'd Infolence. No, Sir, Poſſeſſion ſtill is 
yours; if he pretends a Right, let him by open Courſe 
of Law maintain it. 

Doc. Are theſe the ſhifts you are reduc'd to? No, 
Madam, I ſhall not wait fo flowa V „ you'll 
find I have a ſhorter way to rout you.— Here, Charles ! 
< [ Exit Doctor. 

an Nay then there is an end of all have 


'da t. my Life, I fee, muſt pay the 
it of my Folly. 


· er both af us. 
La V. O] the ſubtle Villain ! thoſe Sums are in- 
nocent, I dare anſwer for them: But is there nothing 


E. 


Lady W. We have no Laws that frown on Acts of 

dune; if that were criminal, the Government itſelf 
9 g 

ir John. How far our private Converſe may aſſect 

IRm—that I know not. If Charles betrays me not. 
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Lady V. Then Sir, be eaſy, for he has loft his Ia 
fluence there: Charles has long ſince perceiv'd his VI. 
lany, and grew from thence a ſecret Convert to the Cauſe 
of Truth, and Loyalty : of which he has given fuck me. 
ritorious Proof, that Mr. Heartly and your Son, this 
very Day, Sir, have obtain'd his Pardon. 

Sir Fohbr. You tell me Wonders! pardon'd! and x 
Convert ſay you! How ſtrongly are our Hearts perſus- 
ded by Example! what Darkneſs have I wander'd in! 
How amiable is ſuch Royal Mercy! yet with what 
hardned Malice, has that Slave traduced-it ? 

Enter Maria haſtily. 

Mar. O Sir! I am frighted out of my Senſes! for 
Heavens ſake be gone! Fly, this Moment, this wicked 
Fellow has Deſigns upon your Life. 

Lady W. How! 

Sir Fobn. What doſt thou mean? explain. 

Mar. As I was paſſing by the Hall, I heard hin 
earneft in Diſcourſe with Charles, and upon their Na. 
ming you, I ſtopt a while to liſten, where I heard the 
Doctor urge to him, that you were falſe at Heart, that 
from your late frivolous pretence to break with him, be 
was convinc'd your Malice now would ſtop at nothing to 
undo him; that Charles himſelf was equally in danger, 
and that to ſave your own Life, you certainly defign'd 
to ſacrifice theirs to the Government, which there v 
no 2 ol gem : et Apron immediate jon · 

in a Charge a you. 
þ . O the Villain ! hs well we are bene i. 
artes. 

Sir John. If we are not, why be it as it may 1 
will ? ſtir I'll ſtand _ my — er ii 
that's betray'd, will throw me on the Mercy of that 
Royal Breaſt, whoſe Vertues my Credulity has ini l. 

Lady V. and Mar. Ah'[ A Piftol is beard from within. 

Sir Fobn. What means that Piſtol ? 

Lady V. Don't ſtir, I beg you Sir. | 

Mar. What Terrors has this Monſter brought int 
our Family ? Is 

Lady W. What will it end it? 

Sir Fobr. How wretched has my Folly made me? 

Lady W. How now, what's the matter ? 
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Enter , 
Bet. -— | hall Aist away, there's Mur- 


Sir Who! where, what is it! 

Bet. The Doctor Sir, and Mr. Charles, were at high 
words juſt now in the Hall, and upon a ſudden there 
was 2 : Piſtol fir'd between them: Oh! I am afraid poor 
Mr. Charles is kill'd. 

Sir Tabu. How! 

Bet. Oh! here he comes himſelf, Sir, he will tell you 
more. 

Enter Heartly, Charles, and the Doctor held by Servants. 

Heart. Here bring in this Ruffian, this is Villany be- 


yond Example. 


| Charles. Don't be alarm'd, Madam, there's no Miſ- 


wwe what was intended, the Doctor here can beſt 


nb J You Sir ſhall anſwer for this In- 
| t am I held for? who's here, that dares aſ- 
fume a Right to queſtion me? 

! our Temper, Sir, we'll releaſe you 
ently, but Sir John muſt firſt know the bottom 


| * to you 


LA 
4 
8 


gd, as you'd have had me, this Gen- 
with Treaſon: N 
h that Name? The worſt I know of | 
the factious Falſhoods you have rais'd 
Princes, he, blinded with your Hypoceify 


FF 
— 
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Dee. "Tis well, Sir, you are protected now. 
Charles. This, Sir, in ſhort has been our Cauſe gf 
Quarrel: The Darter finding I receiv'd with Coldneh 
his vile Defigns your Life, began to offer Me. 
naces on mine, if I comply'd not; at which I ſmili 
. 
into and 
at my Throat, he anſwer d, Villa! v8 you'll be humbler 
when you groan in Chains for this. Here indeed all 
Temper left me, when diſengaging from his hold, with 
one home Blow I fell'd him ing to the Pavement; a 


this deſperate, he ran with Fury to ſome Piſtek 


thee ane above the Chimney, to revenge him; I in the 
Inſtant as —— reach'd one, ſeiz d upon bs Wriſt, and u 
we Sir, the Piſtol firing to the Cieling, 2 

ll de Family, * Mr. Heartiy, and your ber. 
n 


nt. Sir 50s 
ir Tabs. O! I have ſeen too much! every new i- 
of his Wickedneſs but adds afreſh to my Conf 


not your whiſper'd N 
r confuſion, my Vengeance is not yet 
328 Sir, chat to rebel, or © conc! a feb, 


\h 1 
of Miſc —.— Sir, whom 


2 4 he is ging out, the Colonel flops him 
' Gul. Hold Sir, not fo faſt; — 8 
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Who, Sir, ſhall dare to me}? | 
Col. Within there! March! me | 

Enter a „ with a Fils of Ma/ſquetcers. 
Me. Is your Name Waff, Sir? h 
Do. What if it be, Sir? 
Me. Then, Sir, I have a Warrant again you for 


Ne. Me, 

Deck. Me, Sir! FStartled.] 
M. Do you know one Pexth, Six ? 
Dock. Ha ! then I am betray'd indeed. : 
Heart. This Perth, it feems, Sir, has manag'd his 

Correſ; at Avignon, from whence he came laſt 

Night Expreſs : but the Government having immediate 

Notice of his Arrival, he was this Morning ſein d, and 

examin'd before the Councils where, among other Facts, 

he has confeſs'd he knew the Doctor y in Arms at 
the firſt rebellious riſing in- Northumberland, which has 
by other Witneſſes confirm'd. 

Sir, to convince you that even the Doe- 

broach'd could never flow from the pwe 

Eſtabliſh'd Faith; here ave Affdavits in 
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Deck. Well Sir ! now then you knew your worſt of 
ne: But know, what you call Criminal, may yet before 
your Triumph is ſecure, not only find its Pardon, but 
hard: I yet may live, Sir, to retort your Inſult, at 
13 are allotted me, will want for no 
o 


while this Con calls me maſter. 
Jebn. There! there — be: — me to the 
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Heart! For that raſh AR, Reproach and endleſs Shame 
will haunt me. 

May. No, Sir be comforted ! for even there too 
his abandon'd Hope mult leave him. 

Sir John. Why doſt thou torture me! Did I not fign 
that Deed! 

Mar. Yes, Sir, but in that Deed you'll find my Bro. 
ther, not that Trayfor, is your Heir: For know, the % 
fatal Deed which you intended, Sir, to ſign, is here even 
yet unſeal'd and innocent. 

The Doctor haſtily opens the Deed t ex. 

Onnes. Ha! amine it, and all the Company ſeem 

urpriz'd. 

Sir John. What means ſhe ? 

Mar. I mean, Sir, that this Deed, by accident fal. 
ling into this Gentleman's hands, his Concer 
for our 4 it to me ; when I, reduc'd u 
this Extremity, initantly procured that other to be dram 
exactly like it, — your Imparience, Sir, to exe- 
cute, paſs'd unſuſpected for the Original: Their 
difference is, that wherever here you read the 
Name, there you'll find my Brother's only, throughout, 
— 3h in X * —_— in all 

ight Title, which you intended for 
— 18 


De8. Diſtraction! Outwitted by a brainleſs Girl. 


Fe” 
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s down the Writing in a Rage. 
All the Servants having attended to the Diſcovery, break 
out into Huzza"s of Fay, &c. while Sir eln, the Col. 


LD 13 erably —— — 
| il filently join in their Congratulations. 
Dock. I cannot bear their irkſome 6 dir, 
lead me where you pleaſe a Dungeon would reliere 
me now. 

Col. Secure your Priſoner. | 

Ser. Huzza! a Traytor! a Traytor ! 

[Exit Meſſ. Soldiers, Doctor, and Servants. 
Mar. Now Hearth, I hope I have made atonement 


baniſh'd it for ever: This was be 


Heart. You 


ET 


. 


TT En .icoz£cz. a@@aeDXM.a. 


4.3 IS 


4 


F AF 


The Non-JuRoOR. 95 
Mer. 8 if I deſcrve your Thanks, 


\ them in a F ſhip here. [ Pointing to Charles. 
ot e Lie n U be un brett it 
Charles. And mine to my ſenſe of Obligations. 
Sir John. O my Child! for this Deliverance, I only 
can reward thee here. [ Gives Maria to Heartly.] For 
thee my Son, whoſe filial Virtues I have injur'd ; this 
honeſt in eyery Article ſhallbe ratified : I fee your 
Eyes are all upon me, expecting from that vile Traytor's 
Practices, ſome voluntary Inſtance of my Heart's Con- 
verſion; I muſt be blind indeed, were I not now con- 
vinc'd he maſt in all things have alike deceiv'd me, as 
the Dial that miſ- tells one Hour, of conſequence is falſe 
through the whole r8und of Day. Let it ſuffice, I 
ſee my Errors with a conſcious Shame; but hope, when 
I am juſtly weigh'd, you'll find thoſe Errors roſe but 
frem a ductile Heart, not diſ-inclin'd to Truth, but fa- 
tally miſ-led by faiſe Appearances. 

Col. Whoever knows your private Life, muſt think 
you, Sir, in this ſincere. | 
Heart. And now Sir, fince I am ſure, it will no more 
offend you, give me leave to obſerve, that of all the Arts 
our Enemies make uſe of to embroil us, none ſeem fo 
audaciouſly prepoſterous, as their infiſting, that a Na- 
tion's beſt Security is the Word of a Prince, whoſe Re- 
lgion indulges him to give it, and at the ſame time ob- 
lges him to break it: And tho* perhaps in leſſer points 
our politick Diſputes won't "ſuddenly be ended, methinks 
there's one Principle, that all Parties might eaſily come 
into, that no Change of Government can give us a Nei- 
bs og to our 72 

ant us but this, and then of courſe you'll own, 
To guard that Freedom, Giokcr muſt fill the Throne. 


WF 


EPILOGUE. 
Spoken by Mrs. Ol ves. x 


OW Wild, bow Frantick is the vain Eſſay, 
That builds on Modern Politicks a * 
the to write at all, is bold en 
Bue in @ Play to fland « Fact ien B 
Net Rome's od Stage preſum d, . 
n. n id CIBBER! 
Was't net en the Criticks mr: Bim! 
But muſt he rtuſe a Party to me £508 
lows I told bim on brs Play would 
' But be unmov'd, —— We fand it oll ; 
When PRIESTS turn TRATTORS, where's the — nate} 
Since when has Treaſon been exempt Satyr? 
Hind ſhould from Cult a fuctiaus Clameour riſe, 
Such Spite muſt ſpeak ebem England*s Enemies : 
But if Old En 's Friends allow "tis right, I } 


I” are fure their Per can chare the Jacobite, 
Hind put their Malice. hke their Troops, to flight. 
As for the Criticks, thoſe, be owns, may feine bim, 
Beeauſe be never took ſuch Pains to pleaſe them, 
In Time, Place, Aion, _ by which old Mit: 
Male s, a3=—— Dames Puddin Recei 
But — again cn Rebels cannot 4 9 28 
Wo wangunf# d, they re inſulted in bis Play : 
Nay We their Cauſe ax ca aireſt light, 
HE has made of Senſe —— _ 
(The'by by ar Boren good leave, to f 2 rig 
Senſe 


The Rebel, after at's, a pretty Fellow ! 
But why, you'll ſay, was I — HEARTLY"s Wife? 
Confider, A ones, HEARTLY ſav'd bis Life: 
So that you ſee, the Bay ban't quite — 
Bed — 
4 2 wag Dears J bappy yen bave married ? 

ten, in that State, bas Love ſeen Elves 
wy cramm'd with Comfort, they could bang themſe/ves ? 
The worſt yen can againſt bis Satyr plead, 
Ts, that my Lond of THETFORD' bang'd indeed : 
If that ſeems bard, tuby grant bim your Reprieve, 
And by an A of Grace, let let this NON-JUROR live. 
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ls Play not having anſwered 
the Ends of my Writing it, the 


kmonſtrate that they who diſlik'd it are 
ither Fools, or Poets: Now my ſole De- 
rendance being the Judgment of an Audi- 
ce, twere Madneſs in me to provoke em. 
And I may with more Safety, and leſs Trou- 
ble, perſuade them into a good Opinion of 
| their Senſe, than my own. Tis dangerous 
tb quarrel with a whole Town, as tis difh- 
alt to pleaſe *em ; there is no appealing to 
Holly's Court, after an illegal Sentence from 
them, their Will is Law, and 'tis but rea- 
lnable it ſhould be fo, ſince they pay for 

tier Power. 
am willing to ſtand to my Prayer in my 
Prologue, and to acknowledge it has had 
i favourable Fate: I intended (but I had 
bme conſiderable Hinderances, which the 
Reader ſhall know preſently) to have made 
az Town ſome Amends in this Play for their 
A 3 extra- 


vi The PREFACE. 
extraordinary Favours to my Firſt : For 1 
am ſo far from that Vanity of thinking my. 
ſelf conſiderable enough to have receiv'd 
any Prejudice from my Enemies, that I am 
ready to acknowledge *twas Want of Mit 
in the Play, not Underſtanding in its Audi. 
ence, that made it meet with no kinder 
Reception. All I propoſe is to lay down 
ſome Excuſes why it is not more deſerving, 
But tho' I am ready to confeſs its Defedts, 
yet I would willingly be thought able to 
mend them. My firſt Hindrance was my 
Want of Time ; for rather than loſe a Win- 
ter (the Profits of my other being ſo con- 
ſiderable) I forc'd myſelf to invent a Fa- 
ble: Now my firſt was ſpontaneous, and 
conſequently more eaſy : The one was the 
kindly Product of my Fancy, this of my 
Judgment: (I mean of that little Judgment 
I have) That was a Cherry gather'd in 
July; this was merely ripen'd by Artifice 
in April, *rwill hardly admit of a Diſpute, 
which muſt of Conſequence have the more 
natural and pleaſing Taſte. 

Another Hindrance was my too nice Ob- 
ſervation of Regularity (which tho? I pre- 
tend not exactly to have follow'd, yet per- 
haps I am ſomething nearer than molt of 
our late Comedies) the Scene never break- 
ing in any Act but the Third, and then not 


to an unreaſonable Diſtance, nor without 4 
neceſſitous 


The PREFACE oh 

| | ,cefitous Occaſion : The Time I think is 
J [obviouſly comprehended in five Hours. But 
ba his Confinement is a great Hindrance to 
Variety of Incidents, which provided they 
ne natural after they are brought in, I think 
may very reaſonably divert us, without ob- 
erviog that Strictneſs. And tho' I am ready 
o grant that a good Play is much the bet- 
er for being regular; yet on the other ſide, 
t muſt be allow'd a double Art and Labour 
o {| make it both regular and diverting, and 
Je the Two, truly I don't fee but Men of 
the greateſt Senſe had rather have their Fan- 
4 ces pleas'd, than their Judgment ; and I 
an't help wiſhing, tho? too late, that I had 
gwen a looſer Rein to the former. 

Another Inconvenience was, that during 
7 | the Time of my Writing the two firſt Acts, 


it I vas entertain'd in the New Theatre, and 
of Courſe prepar'd my Characters to the 
© | Taſte of thoſe Actors, and they having the 
> | two moſt experienc'd, I might there (with- 
e | ou diſcouraging the People of this Houſe) 
i tave expected a more Maſterly Performance. 

In the middle of my Writing the Third Act, 
- | ntliking my Station there, I return'd again 
G to the Theatre Royal, and was then forc'd, 


8 far as I could with Nature, to confine the 
4 Buſineſs of my Perſons te the Capacity of 
: different People; and not to miſs the Advan- 
1 age of Mr. Dogget's excellent Action, I 
A 4 prepar'd 
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prepar'd a low Character, which (tho' 1 
dare not recommend it to the Reader) 1 
knew from him cou'd not fail of diverting ; 
I have ſeen him play with more Succeſs I 
own, but ne'er ſaw any Man wear a truer 
Face of Nature ; and indeed the two laſt 
Acts were much better perform'd than I 
cou'd have propos'd in that other Houſe ; 
the Difference is only this, had it been there, 
I had propos'd ſome Scenes more of a Piece 
with the former Acts : But however, the 
Performance of the whole was better than 
my ExpeCtation from ſo thin, and I may 
add, ſo uncertain a Company: For we are 
no more ſure of the honeſt Endeavours of 
ſome that are honeſtly paid, than they are of 
Bread when they leave us: I was forc'd to 
write to the Mouths of thoſe I knew wou' d 
ſpeak as well as they cou' l, and not think 
themſelves above Inſtruction: Every one did 
their beſt, and I thank *em : Bur however 
a Fort is in a very poor Condition, that 
(in a time of General War) has but an hand- 
tul of raw young Fellows to maintain it. 
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PROLOGUE. 


OST Authors, when their barren Labour: fail, 
Still let their ſecret Vanity prevail ; £ 
fad when they're damn'd by you, turn Wits, and rail. 

os not, ſay they, our writing well or ill, 

But as the Tou i mood, of damning flill ; 

Seaſe, Humour, Wit, and Plot, the nc er fo nice, 

Ml take the Tinfure from their vain Caprice: 

Their weak Digeſtion, and their fickly Taſte, 

Nauſeates this Hour, what feafted em the lat. 

Our generous Soul now's of ancther Mind, } 


He thinks you are to Mercy well inclin d; 

Show you a Beauty, and you'll ſoon be kind. 

Nor do you care from whence the Charmer ſprings, 

Let ber foft Voice but pleaſe you while fbe ſogs. 

By bleft Experience this eur Author knows, 

The from the Stage his humble Muſe aroſe. 

Four Approbation wwas fo kindly ſhown, 

Level d fo high, —— you fevore "tavas not his ot. 

But tho' it were, you flill thought fit to ſpare : 


The Tree, for what it might hereafter bear; 

Nor damm d the Poet for the avorthleſs Player. 

This Thought confirms him, if he fails you non, 

le muft his Fate to cant of Merit owe, 4 
Aud thinks the greateſt Merit is in pleaſing you. 

IA pay him well, if you afprove the Feaſt, 

4nd you are ſure beſt Judges of your 7. aſte ; 

If be can pleaſe 
I hardly flarve him by a ſpiteful Faſt. 

He hepes the beſt, but does your Fudgments truſt, 

Or ſave, or dann his Play, hell think you Tuft. 
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3 in Love 2 Mr. Harland 
Longville, in Love with Olivia, Mr. Cibber. 


Major RakiG, an old Rake-hell, Mr. Pexkethmas. 


Fack Rakiſh, his Son and Companion, Mr. Powe! 


Maſs Johnny, Lady Maniove's Son, 
Diſobedient School-boy, 8 8 Mr. Dogget 


yr ous * . 8 Mr. Smeaton. 
Laguerre, Valet to Longville, — 
WOMEN. 


Lady Manleve, a deſigning old Lady, Mrs. Powe!. 
Leonora, her Daughter, a Coquet, Mrs. Knight. 
Emilia, Longville's Siſter, ſecretly in 

Love with Lord Lovemore, Fur, 8850 
Ol via, her Friend, engag'd to Longui/le, Mrs. Cibber. 
Trifle, Woman to Leonora, * ; 
Lettice, Woman to Lady Manlove, Mrs. Kent. 


Servants and Waiters. 


The SCENE St. James's, and the Time of Action, 


Five Hours, 


WOMAN's WIT: 


OR THE 


LA DV in FASHION. 


1 


SCE N E, An Anti-Chamber. 
Eurer Longville, in bis Night-Gown, his Valet wvaiting. 


Aire! 

& La. Sir! 

Lon. Is my Siſter ſtirring ? 
l 1 faw her in the Garden 
above an Hour ago, Sir; I believe 
he is now in her Cloſet. 

Lon. Leave Word with her Woman I am alone, and 
when ſhe comes out, defire to ſpeak with her. [ Exit 
Laguerre.] I have obſerved of late, ſhe has loft her 
Gaiety, is much alone, and laſt Night, when I in 
formed her of my Lord Lowvemore's Conſtancy to the un- 
- Fateful Leoxora, ſhe expreſs'd a ſoft Concern, that ſeem'd 
tw flow from ſomewhat more than common Pity. 
'Twould trouble me to know ſhe lov'd a Man, who 
erery Moment begs that Pity from another, ſhe want 
from him; a Man whoſe Virtues are his Ruin, who 
never doing ill himſelf, thinks it the higheſt Crime 
A 6 to 
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to doubt the Conduct of his Miſtreſs, T have often 
| trove to wake him from his Lethargy, and am ſtill re. 
folv'd while there is Hopes, never to give him ver. 
About this time I expect to hear from him—Who' 
there ? 

Re-enter Laguerre. 

La. Sir, my Lady will wait on you. | 

Lon. "Tis well! has no one been to ſpeak with me this 
Morning ? 

La. Only Mr. Pertwit, Sir, the Author of the laſt 
new Play; he has left his Dedication, and ſays, he will 
dige with you. 

Lon. 'The Devil's in that Fellow ; I find it's as dan. 
gerous to ſay a civil thing to a dull Poer, as to an old Lady: 
For they are equally ſure to libel your judgment, by 
telling the World, you like both their Face and Fancy : 
When he comes, give him Ten Guineas, and let me hear 
no more of him. 


Enter a Footman. 


Foot. Sir, here is a Letter for you. 

Lon. Who brought it ? 

Foot. A Servant from Madam Olivia. 

Lon. Bid hum ſtay. [Ex:it. Footman. 


(Read.) 


4 fhall be in Town about Three Clock, (iF my Lady 

« Manlove can ſpare you) you will know where to find Olivia. 
Kenſington, Wedneſday Morning. 

If my Lady Manlove can ſpare me ! ſo, if ſhe grudges 
another my Company, 'tis a Sign that ſhe has a Mind to 
it: TIl appoint her a Meeting, and laugh at her ground- 
leſs Jealouſy : Nay, I know ſhe won't ſpare herſelſ, 
when ſhe reflects how fair a Declaration ſhe has made 


me. [Exi. 


Enter 
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| Enter Emilia, . 
Emi. Neither Devotion, Honour, Reaſon, Patience, 


der Complaints, can ſtop the Fewer of my diſtemper'd 


J 


Thoughts: Deſpair, and Love, like double Poiſons, 
ſwell my Soul, yet with alternate Heat and Cold reſuſe 
to kill, and ſpite fully ſupport a wretched Being — Was 
erer Maid thus cruelly purſu'd by an unhappy Paſſion ! 
To ſee the Man ador'd, ſtill proftrate at my Rivals Feet, 
while her diſſembled Coyneſs but inflames him more 
They talk of Mens Deſpair! their Racks, and Tor- 
tures! thoſe are Pleaſures, to the Torments of a Wo- 
man's ſecret Love ! for they have ſtill the Privilege of 
Speech, of ſoft Complaints, and dying Murmurs : But 
we, (hard Fate ]) are ev'n condemned by Nature's 
Laws, to an eternal Secrecy. For Love can never break 
the Priſon of a Virgin's Breaſt, while Modeſty and rigid 
Honour are its Gaolers. O Lovemore ! why wert thou 
born to wrong thyſelf, and ruin me ? 


Enter Longville. 


Len. Siſter, good Morrow ! I have a Preſent for you. 
[Gives her a Writing.) Laguerre, Give this Leiter 


\ to the Servant below. [Exit Laguerre. 


Emi. What's here ? Pray Brother, double the Favour, 
and without giving me the Treuble of a tedious Peruſal, 
kt me know the Contents of it. 

Lon. Tis your Portion, Siſter. 

Emi. My Portion ! 

Lon. "Tis true, my Father left you to my Care, and 
by his Will, gave you 'Ten Thouſand Pound, provided, 
my Conſent were not wanting to your Marriage : Now» 
I know there muſt be an Uneaſineſs, where there is the 
leaſt Confinement : Therefore, to free you from all 
Doubt, and that your Fear of my Conſent may no way 
check your Inclinations, I here rcfign my Intereſt in 


| Jour Fortune ; when you can find a Man, whoſe Merit 


challenges 
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challenges your Eſteem, or whoſe faithful Paſſion claims 
your Pity, be laviſh in your Gratitude, and crown his 


you, if I return your Preſent : Marriage is a dangerous 
Journey ; Love's a blind Guide, and thoſe that follow 
him, too often loſe their Way. No! when I love, & 


ſhall be with Security, your Opimon ſhall firſt encourage 
and protect me. 

Lon, But Love, Emilia, is a Tyrant abſolute, and ne- 
ver waits for ſawcy Counſel : The Time may come, 
when you will wiſh your Fortune at your own Diſpoſal ! 
Dee believe it impoſſible you ſnhou'd ever love? 

Emi. Ha! I am betray'd ! his Words, his Looks, 
have quite diſarmed me ! LAfide.] Why, Brother, do you 
ask fo ſtrange a Queſtion, that I ſhou'd ever love ! You 
know I am a Woman, not cruel in my Nature, and 
have a Heart, which when you adviſe me to diſpoſe, I 
ſhall not rather die than part with it. 

Lon. And are you ſure, you have not? Did you never 
love, Emilia? 

Emi. That Word has ruin'd me ! Oh never let me 
ſee the Day again! [ Afide. 

Lon. Ha! ſhe is diſorder' d! Then my Fears are true: 
[ 4fade.) Why are you ſurpriz'd ? I charge you with no 
Guilt, Emilia. : 

Emi. O! I Beg you ask no more. [Turns away. 

Lon. Ha! no more; nay, then I muſt have all! Dear 
Emilia, think me not a faithleſs Guardian, that wou'd 
take a baſeAdvantage of thy Love : Look on me as lam, 
thy careful Brother, that thinks his Life no longer uſe- 
ful, than in ſerving thee : Nay, ev'n in thy Love Ill 


ſerve thee, and hope tis in my Power too: Come, lay 


_ aſide thy Fears, and reaſon calmly with me. 
Emi. Reaſon with you ! Why do you wiſh me plung'd 
in deeper Miſery ? For Reaſon ever ſets a wild Deſpair 
Lon. 
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I. Do not indulge theſe melancholy Thoughts ; 
ume me the Man, that thus difturbs thee ! 

Emi. Then indeed, you will pity me ! — I owe my 
Walnes to your neareſt Friend. 

for. I think, my Lord Lowvemore is my neareſt ! 

Emi. Indeed, he beſt deſerves that Happinefs. 
| Lav. But ſuch a Friend will never make my Siſter 
wretched. 

Emi. Alas! His Love, which fure outweighs his 
Friendſhip, aims every Hour to make another happy. 

Lon. His Love, Emilia, is grounded on your Rival's 
Virtue, and judge yourſelf, how weak is that Foun- 

Ems, I grant ſhe is inconſtant, looſe, and dangerous, 
25 the Sand; yet his Eye, the falſe Optick of his Love, 
preſents her as a fixt unſhaken Rock, whereon he vows 
v build his Happineſs. 

Lon. But I ſhall ſhortly turn the friendly End o'th' 
Tube, and draw her Failings nearer to his View: Of 
which this very Day, I have engag'd to give hima clear 
convincing Proſpect. 

Emi. Which Way, I beg you let me know ; for'twere 
aſeeond Happineſs not to ſee him wretched. 

Lon. Thus it is —— In a Diſpute Yeſterday with my 
Lord, concerning Leonara, I urg'd his Weakneſs home, 
and laid her Falſhood clear before him. At length, my 
tnendly Arguments brought him to this Concluſion. 
About an Hour hence, by his free Conſent, I am to viſit 
her, and have leave to feign myſelf her Lover, and urge 
my Paſſion with all the ſeeming Tenderneſs that F riend- 
ſip can inſpire ; and if my Art can drag ſrom her, the 
leaſt Acknowledgment of Love for me, or but an un- 
generous Contempt of his unwearied Conſtancy, he 
wus, his deep Reſentment ſhould for ever tear her from 
bis Heart. 

Emi. It has a Face, indeed; but-how will wy Land 
be Witneſs of her Fal ſhood. 

Ln 
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Lon. 1 have already brib'd her Servant, who is t0 


Place him where, unſeen, he ſhall both hear, and fee 
it all. 
Emi. There's Danger in the Attempt : Be wary Bro- 


ther, for ſhou'd her artful Eyes enſnare you too, de 


were doubly wretched. 


Lon. Nouriſh no ſuch Fear, Emilia, I have a treble + 


Guard upon my Heart, the Baſeneſs of her Soul, my 
own Honour, and a Siſter's Peace. 


Enter Laguerre. 
Lag. Sir, my Lord Lovemore / 
Emi. Farewel ! I'll ſtudy to deſerve your Care: I 
dare not ſtay ; excuſe me, leſt my Guilt betray me. 


Enter Lord Lovemore, 


Brother, your Servant, I'Il leave you to your Bu- 
ſineſs. 

L. Low. We have none of that Conſequence, Madam, 
to be preferr'd to your Company. 

Emi. My Lord ! I beg you will excuſe me: I amin 
haſte, tis Chapel-time. 

L. Low. "Twere a Sacrilege unpardonabie, Madam, 
to hinder your Devotion, a univerſal Bleſſing to the 
World. 

"Emi. My Lord, your Servant. CExit Emilia, 

L. Lov. Your Siſter, Charles, is a very agreeable 
Woman ; why don't you look out a Match for her; you 
are her Guardian ? 

Lon. I have her Fortune to diſpoſe of, my Lord: But 
not her Inclination, when ſhe has choſen, I am ready to 
pay down the Money. 

L. Lov. Her Money may raiſe many a falſe pretended 
Paſſion, and young Women ſeldom want a little harden'd 
Vanity to ſtamp it into current Love. 

Lon.. I hope, my Lord, in a little time to give you a 
very fair Proof of her Judgment. 


L. Lov. 
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to L. Low. Prithee, let me underſtand you. 
lee I. Tis yet an Infant Secret, in a Day or two it may 
plainer ; in the mean time, my Lord, how ſtands 
* your Reſolution towards my Deſign upon Leonora? 
, 15 L. Lov. Faith, Charles, I have yet ſome Scruples, 
« | hut as they riſe, my Confidence in thy Friendſhip ſtill 
le moves em: What time do you propoſe to viſit her ? 
«4 [ Looking on his Watch. 
Lon. Now, this Morning. 
L. Lov. You will be too late, tis within half an Hour 
of Twelve. 
Lon. Time enough ! we ſhall find her at her Toilet, till 


[ Two, I'll warrant you. 
L Low. That's ſcarce Time enough to ſet your Pe- 
mke: For I ſuppoſe you deſign to comb her into Com- 
. ryance. A firſt Rate Beau at leaſt ? Do you conſider 
| how much time is requir'd in the making ſuch an 
5 Animal ? 
Lon. Half an Hour does it as well as half a Score, 
n Man, 
L. Lov. You wou'd be of another Opinion, if you 
k were at my Lord 7; Top's Levee. 
N Lon. No, no: Tis not that his Lordſhip has occaſion 


to employ half the Morning at his Glaſs : But the ſoſt 
s Rogue can't part with his own dear Image under fix 
: Hours Admiration : For a powder'd Wig is as ſoon put 

on, as an uncomb'd one: * Tis not a fine Coat, but Af, 

ſectation that makes a Fop : And that you know is a 
kind of Surtout, a Man may flip it over his Cloaths. 

L. Lov. Then you think a little Affectation will cer- 

tanly recommend you. 
1 Lon. Take the Boxes round upon the full third Day of 
a favour d Poet, you'll ſcarce find three Beauties will 
allow you a Gentleman without it : I never knew your 
line ſet-up Woman of Quality, that did not ſpend three 
Parts of her Life in ſtudying the Art of Fe-ne-/pais- 
Dei! 


L. Low 
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L. Lov. Well, I yet hope you are miſtaken in Les. 
nora: What you call Affectation, to me has always been 
the Height of Breeding, a medeſt Freedom, an agree- 
able Gaiety, and an invincible Coldnefs. 

Lox. I am forry, my Lord, your Diſeaſe is fo 
that nothing but the expoſing her can cure you: For [ 
own "tis much againſt my Nature to triumph o'er a 
Woman's Weakneſs : But if Women are weak, who 
ſhall truſt em? And if I ſee my Friend in Danger, ſhall 
not I ſhow the Snare prepar'd for him? 

L. Lov. ' Twas thus I had excus'd you to myſelf be- 
fore : But do you believe her falſe through Weakneſs or 
Deſign ? 

Lon. O ſhe wants no Wit, my Lord. 

L. Lov. How then do you propoſe to win her by an 
aſſected Paſſion, when my Sincerity cannot move her? 

Lon. Your Sincerity never will, my Lord: She is light 
by Nature, hates a Man that preaches Virtue by Ex- 
ample, and ſhows the Baneneſs of her Principles by the 
Firmneſs of his own ; ſhe loves aWretch that joins with 
her in Vanity, your gay unthinking Spark, by the 
Compariſon of whoſe Nonſenſe ſhe admires her own 
Wit: Beſide, I have ſome Reaſon to believe ſhe likes 
me. 

L. Lov. What Reaſon ? 

Lon. By her publickly declaring an Averſion to me. 

L. Lov. She will not deny it to your Face I warrant 
you. 


Enter a Footman. 
Foot. Sir, my Lady Manlave is in a Chair below, and 
deſires to know if you have any Company with you? 
Len. Though I am loth to truſt my Perſon with her, 
I wou'd be civil to the Mother of your Miſtreſs, my Lord: 
Defire her Ladyſhip to walk up, and tell her I am 
alone: It won't be amiſs firſt to expoſe the Mother's 
Character. L] This is the third Viſit I have 
had from her this Week, my Lord. 


L. Lov. 
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L Le. How came you ſo intimate ? 

I. One Day unfortunately commending the Fulneſs 
of her Eye, or ſo, ſhe cou'd not reſt till ſhe had taken 
me t6de, toask me, if my Deſigns were honourable ? 
And ever ſince ſhe is eternally labouring to convince me, 
that he has no real Averſion to Matrunony. 

L. Lv. You fee what tis to be camplaiſant, Charles. 

Lon. if you ſtep into that Cloſet my Lord, perhaps 
you may over-hear ſomething that will ſurprize you ; 
however, your time won't be laſt, there lies a Malton 
upon the Table. 

L. Lov. You'll oblige me. 

Lon. Here ſhe comes! away, my Lord. a 

LL. Lov. goes into the Chſet. 


Enter Lady Manlove. 

Ln. Madam! Your moſt humble Servant, this is an 
unexpected Favour. 

L. Ma. Why a Favour, Sir! D'ee think I'll ever grant 
a Favour to any Man. Tl ſwear we Women of Quality 
had need live lock'd up in a Cloſet, if we wou'd avo.d 
Scandal. Can't one pay an harmleſs Viſit, but you muſt 
immediately conclude one deſigns you a Favaur ; I vow 
to Cad I came with a Deſign to beg a Favour of 
you. 

Lon. Tis a Favour, Madam, that you will make uſe 


on me. 


L. Ma. Uſe you! Really, Sir, I don't underſtand 
you ! What do you mean ? But come ! - Ta 
let you ſee I dare rely upon my own Conduct. 
Come Sir, I will venture to fit down by you, 

Lon. Oh! Madam, you honour me. [They fit. 

L. Man. Well! Mr. Longville, you little think what 
a ſecret Buſineſs J have to communicate to yau ! I hope 
we are private! Pray let us be private, and I will lay 
t open to you. 


Lon. 
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Madam ! 
L. Man. You muſt know, Sir, that I came to adviſe 


with you about! — about a — [I'll ſwear, Mr. Long villa, 


you look mighty well To-day ! 

Lon. —— That might be faid more juſtly of your 
Ladyſhip, Madam ! 

L. Man. O Lord! I! Oh! Jefu! I am all in 2 
Flame ! ſuch a Colour ! prithee do but feel my Pulſe a 
little ! — So, if I can but get into Diſcourſe with him, I 
may ſave my Buſineſs for another Viſit To- morrow. Afide. 

Lon. They are very high indeed, Madam ; but you 
look the better for it. 

L. Man. Ist poſſible! well! Mr. Lorgwilk, I am 
inclin'd in real Charity, to encourage all your Offers, if 
it were only to keep you from ill Women ; for I know 
there are ſome ſo ravenous of you, that they follow you 
to your Chamber in a Morning, and have the Confi- 
dence to force themſelves upon you; now, dear ſweet 
Mr. Longwille, don't encourage theſe confident Crea- 
tures: Let me beg it of you for your own fake. 


[ Preſſing his Hand. 
Lon. So! I find no Woman ſees an ugly Face in her 
own Glaſs. UAA. 


L. Man. Pll ſwear I cou'd find in my Heart to viſit 
you every Morning, merely to prevent thoſe wicked 
Creatures having their Ends of you. 

Lon. That were too great a Trouble ! No ! Madam, 
J have an admirable Way to avoid 'em: Shall I ſhow 
you how I wou'd uſe fuch a Woman ? I ask your Pardon, 
Madam, but ſuppoſing you were ſuch a one ! 

L. Man. Oh! foh ! I hate to act an odious Part. 

[ Holding his Hand. 

Lon. Why, you can't miſs it, Madam, you need but 


fit as you do! — Now, Madam, ſqueeze my Hand a 


little. 


L. Man. 
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L Man. O ! Jeſu ! I cou'd not do it for the Univerſe ! 
[Lets it go ſuddenly, 
Lan. Then I muſt ſuppoſe you had done it, Madam, 
which I flatly tell her, that— 
I. Man. Piſh, { Riſes ] Lord! What care I what you 
tell her: If you will let me tell you my Buſineſs, 
ſo! 
* ( Walking after her.] I ſay, Madam, I tell her, 
that my Inclinations lie elſewhere ; that ſhe flings away 
her Time; that her Fondneſs is more diſagreeable than 
her Perſon ; that I wonder at her Impudence in taking 
Civility for Love; that ſhe is ugly without Exception; 
Coy without Coldneſs; in Love without Hope; Nice 
without Offers; Wanton without Youth ; Kind without 
Courtſhip ; and Craving without Conſcience. 

L. Man. Well! Well! have you done yet =——Piſh ! 
'- Lon, That her keeping Company is Defign ; that her 
Defigns are Man ; that her Man is every Body ; that 
Nobody is hers ; that her Charms are quite exhauſted ; 
and Time writes upon her Forehead, — Pray Remember 
"the Poor / 

I. Man. Prithee ! What a Humour's this? 

Ten. That her Modeſty is more painted than her Face; 
and both ſo much, that no Man can ſee either of them. 
I. Man, Mr. Longville. 

Lon. That her Company is worſe than Sickneſs ; and 
that I had as lieve be viſited by the Small-Pox. - 

L. Mar. Piſh ! Will you never ha' done? 

Lon. That in ſhort ſhe is fo deteſtable, that ev'n the 
"Pleaſure of Revenge cou'd not raiſe me to give her a 
Thy. The Devil's in't if this won't undeceive her! 
| | [Afide. 
L. Man. I don't underſtand him! Sure, he = 
mean all this to me ! I find I muſt tell him my Buſineſs 
t put him out of this Humour! Prithee, Mr. Langwille, 
it down a little, I want ſome of our Advice, Man ; 
lard ! you have quite tiu'd yourſelf ! 
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Em. Now, Madam, your Commands [The þ. 

I. Afar. k fuppoſe, Sir, you are not ignorant of my 
Lard Liu Pathon for my Daughter: Now, Six, he 
being your particular Friend, and I having a particular 
Incliaacion to ſerve any one that is yeur Friend, 
Mr. Longville, | have refolv'd to make my Daughter 
marry my Lord out of Hand; and have contriv'd a Way 
to make her ſole Heireſs of my Hasband's Eftate . 
Ear. This is obliging, Madam; but how can it be 
while you have a Son lving ? | | 

L. Man. Ah | dont call him my Son, Mr. Laxgvilk, 
Education can't poliſh him! he is of ſuch a flovenly 
Nature, he is fit for nothing but a Clergyman : Nay 
you muſt know all my Family being Catholicks, I have 
a Mind to make a Prieſt of him, and have accerding)y 
provided him a Governor to go with him to St. Omer: : 
Then, Sir, I being his Guardian, and having the Eſtate all 
m my own Hands. 

Lon. Willtake care it ſhall never come to his. [Add. 
But why a Prieſt, Madam ? 

L. Man. To prevent his Marrying, Man; and then 
his Eſtate comes of Courle to my Daughter, and fo to 
my Load, and his Heirs.— Bekde, one is not fure of his 
getting ſafe to St. Omers / 

Lon, Inhuman Devil! A Prieſt Death! She i 
going to ſhip him to Barbados ! [ Aſide. } Well, Madam, 
wherein can I be ſerviceable to you? 

L. Man. You! Why you can—you can— Lord ! 
Can you do one no Kindneß, dye think Let me fee ! 

Lon. Nat the Kindneſs you think on; Death | How 
ſhe's puzzled . for a Pretence for her Viſit ? (44 

L. Man. Piſh . O Gad ! I had like to have forgot! 
you muſt know my Buſmeſs hither was to get you to— 
to—to a! O to perſuade the Boy to go. 

L. So! Now the has found it. [ fi. 
L. Man. Now, dear Mr. Longville,  Preſng his Hand) 
Let me beg of you to ufe all Means 1 
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him ; for 1 know the Boy will do any thing at your 


In. Well, Madam, Ill uſe my Intereſt to ſerve you—- 
in your kind. Ace. 
L Man. Will you give me your Word and Honour? 
Lon. Both, to have my Hand agen. [ Aide, 
L. Max. Nay ! but you muſt give me your Hand 

Mn” qe wo hav it, you have it, Madam 
L. Man. Pſhah ! but you don't give it me heartily! 
Im Humh ! She will have a Squeeze, I find. LA 


| There Madam, t is heartily. 


Enter Laguerre. 


Lag. Sir, Young Mr. Raj defires to ſpeak with 
you immediately. 
Ln. At laſt I am deliver'd. LA.. — Bid him walk 


14 Man O! Jeſu! Mr. Longvilk ! I wou'd not be 
ſeen for the Univerſe. 
Lin. O] you need not, Madam, here's a back way. 
L. Man, Well! but my Dear Charles, when ſhall I 
ſe you about this Buſineſs ? 
Lon. In a quarter of an Hour, Madam, at your own 
Houſe : I have ſome private Buſineſs with your Daugh- 
ter; When I have diſpatch'd it, I am at your Service. 
[Preffing her to go. 
I. Man. Well! I have the prettieſt Cloſet to ſhow 
you, Mr. Longuille / — I'll ſwear I have no Mind to leave 
Jou yet: Can't I ſtep in there, till he is gone a little? 
[Offering towards the Chet, 
Lox. The Devil! [Afde.) Madam, upon my 
Honour, I will but dreſs and wait upon you. Here he 


1 nes! away Madam 


IL. Mar. Well! Adieu, my Dear, dear, dear Crea- 
ue [Exit. L. Man. 
Lin. Come, my Lord, now I'll releaſe you. 


Enter 
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Enter Lord Lovemore. 

Did you hear us ? 

L. Love. Yes, and am amaz 'd ! Prithee! What does 
ſhe mean by St. Omers, and her Son, it can't be real 

Lon. Too ſure, my Lord, I have heard of it before 

L. Lov. I am forry ſhe ſhou'd make me her Pretence 
for ſo baſe a Action! How ſhall we prevent it ? 

Lon. That I will undertake. But firſt I will let you 
ſee your Miſtreſs has a Hand in't. [d.] — 
My Cloaths. 


Enter Young Rakiſh. 


Tan. How now, Jack ! What's the Matter? 

v. Ra. O! Charks, I am undone, if you don't ſtand 
by me ! my Father's juſt at my Heels— my Lord, your 
humble Servant. 

L. Lov. Poor Jack! What haſt thou done to him 
now Man ! 

Y. Ra. Done, my Lord ! Pox take him, only nothing 
but a Piece of Juſtice ; for the old Rogue had the Con- 
ſcience laſt Night to offer to cheat me of Fifty Pound, 
tho he knew 'twas all I had in the World, and in return, 
I very fairly nick'd him of Five Hundred upon the 


L. Lov. Prithee how was it? 

V. Ra. Why you muſt know, my Lord, he won'd ha 
put the Doctor upon me, and communicated his Deſign 
to Ned Friendly, who immediately tcld me of it ; upon 
which (unknown to him] I flung away the Doctor, and 
clapt into the Box a Pair of true Mathematicks : For- 
tune was on my Side, and in leſs than two Hours I fairly 
nickt him of Five Hundred Pound. 

L. Lev. Well! and what wou'd the old Gentleman 
have ? 

V. Ra. When the Buſineſs was over. Ned laught t 


him, and told him what I had done; upon — 
P 


— 
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whip'd out his Sword, and ina great Paſſion fwore, if I 
zd not refund the Money, he wou'd diſinherit me before 
To-morrow Morning. 

L. Lov. What Anſwer did you make him? 

Y. Ra. Why faith, e'vn took no notice of him ; but 
| very fairly flank away to his Goldſmith, and to haſten 
lis paying the Money, politick'y told him, I had juſt 
killed a Man : Egad the inhuman Son of a Whore 
wok hold of the Opportunity, and made me pay Fifteen 
jer Cent. for Expedition. 

lor. The reſt you ſecur'd in Specie, I ſuppoſe ! 

Y. Ra. Ay! ay! here it is, all in Gold, my Boy! 
ithee, Dear Charlcs, ſecure it for me; as for my 
life, which I know he will purſue, I'll venture to de- 
tud that myſelf. 


Enter a Footmar to young Rakiſh. 


Fit, Sir, your Father's juſt coming up! one of the 
Ervants ignorantly told him you were in the Houſe, and 


e immediately drew his Sword, and has ſearch'd every 
vom below for you. 


Y. Ra. Ounds! the Money ! the Money, Charles / 

Ln. There! into that Cloſet ; and take the Key on 
be Inſide, till we have appeas'd him. [392 Rakiſh gas 
* - Chjet] Laguerre, lock up this. {Gives him the 


ber Major Rakiſh ac his Sr d, Be ſearches the 
Room. 

Maj. Where is this Rogue! This Viflaln! This harp- 
q Dog ? 
ln. Why how now, Major! What, in a Paſſion, Man? 
Ln, & L. Lov. Ha! ha! ha! What's the Matter, 
jt? ha ! ha ! ha 

Maj. No! no ! nothing but Murder, nothing but Mur- 
er ſhall fatisfy me. 
L Lov. What is it you look for, Major ? 

B | Maj. 


- 
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Maj. Only a Highwayman, my Lord ; was not he 
here with you juſt now? 

L. Low, A Highwayman with us, Sir! 

Maj. One that is in the Road to the Highway; do 
you know Fack Rakih, my Lord? 

L. Lov. I know him for a very honeſt Fellow, Sir, 

Maj. — Why I got him— That very Dog did I get. 

L. Lov. I don't queſtion that, Sir. | 

Maj. But you wou'd, Sir, if you knew how he ha; 
ſerv'd me— Nothing vexes me, but that I can't fygear a 
Robbery againſ the Dog; for then a Man might have 
had ſome Hopes of the forty Pound upon his Conviction. 

L. Lov. Fie! Major, you ſhou'd give him a better 
Allowance, that his Neceſſity might not force him to 
ſuch Extremity ! 

Maj. Allowance ! a Dog ! has not Nature given him 
a ſtrong Back ? Let him live by that ; let him turn Beay, 
and live upon Tick: Let him lye with his Laundref, get 
in with his Semſtreſs, help his Taylor to Cuſtom, dine 
with me, bilk his Lodging, — and now and then 
ſharp a Play in the Side Box. . | 

L. Lov. This I know he is very often forc'd to do: 
But Faith, Major, it don't anſwer the Character of 2 
Gentleman. 

Maj. A Gentleman ! Ounds ! don't I fee fifty there 
every Day, that have no Income but their Wits, and 
yet have very good Cloaths upon their Backs ! 

L. Liv. And carry all they have upon their Backs! 
Come, come, you mult allow him better, Man. 

Maj. Allow him! What a Fox! Don't I allow wo 
drink, and whore, and fight, and roar where he 
pleaſes, provided he keeps me Company—the Devil a 
Stroke elſe—I co'd—I will have my Share, while I live, 
old Boy—No ! no! Old Fack mult come in for a lit af 
Wickedneſs by the Bye, or ſo— muſt take Care of old 
Tack !—old Jack muſt be taken care of—Allow him, 


What a Pox! muſt the fill needs be 3 
quotha t a Pox m eſilſy Dog oDble? 
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Fubble ? Can't he take the Pleaſure of Lewdneſs, with- 
at the Folly of paying for't ? Odsbud, I ſometimes 
break half a dozen Commandments in a Day, and it 
|} wercoſts me a Farthing. 
L. Low. Say you fo, Major? Faith I wou'd adviſe 
you to publiſh your Receipt, it may reform moſt of our 
young Fellows about Town. 
© Maj. How do you mean reform ! ha ! Old Politick 
of the World? | 
L. Lev. Why look ye! if we cou'd once leſſen the 
Charge of Lewdneſs, you long-liv'd niggardly Fathers 
wou'd certainly take it up; and Vice wou'd look fo 
nauſeous in Sixty odd, that one and twenty wou'd grow 
tham'd on't. 

Maj. But, Sir, my Son is not aſham'd o' his Vice, 
md I'd have you to know I am a—a very lewd old 
Fellow ! But I don't pay for't, I don't pay for't, like a 
aw Inn of Court Beau, that is juſt ſet up for 

L Lov. Prithee, Major, how do you manage your 
Pleaſures, that you ſay they coſt you nothing? 

Ma. VII tell you, my Lord; Þil tell you how I ſpent 
the Day before Yeſterday : I got up, and din'd with 
ur Bart helomcao Bumper, drank my two Pottles and half 
with him by Five o'Clock —T hen call'd in at the Play 
(Impudence my Ticket) pick'd up a Parſon's Wife, 
6! 1 her the Remains of an old Clap, and ſo pawn'd 

Ira Philip's for three Pints of Spirit of Clary : — Af- 
ter this I call'd in at the Roſe, found three or four young 
1 * bong Dogs damnable hungry, ſent a Porter for a Slice 
wil a Sir Bartholomew's Brawn, drank my two Bottles 
live, | > calbd for a Bill, Brawn paid old Fack's Club, 
Bit of W ack reels into a Coach, bilks him, flips to Bcd, 
© os | es in five Hours with a ſteady Hand, and no aking 
: Head, by the Lord Harry. 

I. Lov, Well ſaid, Major ! 
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Maj. There's Management for you! Why cou d no; 
my Dog-rogue of a Son do this ? He wants a 
Pound with a Pox to him ! Odsbud, I loſe time, I mu 


ferret the Dog Hey! where abouts are you ? 
Soho ! Goal-bird ! [Locks ahve 

V. Ra. L Peeping. ] Igad I had as good ſhew myſelc 
while I have a Friend or two to ſtand by me. 

[ He fleals behind the Major, and walks ; 
in ab toe ft hr Oe 
Maj. Unſconſcionable Rogue, a thouſand Pound atone 

Clap ! 

Lon. Why you that ſpend no Money, Major, * 
ſhou'd have no Occaſion for it: But was it a full Thou- 
ſand Pound, ſay you? 

Maj. Umbh ! not a full Thouſand Pound: Look ye, 
I won't lie neither : But may I never more hear the 
dear Glugg, Glugg of a full Flask, if it was not above 
eight Hundred. 

Y. Ra. That's a Lie! - [Claps him on the Back, 

Maj. O Dog ! Villain ! Rogue ! Sirrah, How dare 
you. look me in the Face ? Draw ! Draw ! Raſcal ! 

[They hold him. 

Y. Ra. Yes, Sir ! DDraaus, and flands on his Guard 
Maj. What, will you Murder me in cool Blood ! will 

you, Dog ! 

v. Ra. Ves, Sir! I believe I ſhall : For I don't find 
myſelf angry yet. | 

Maj. Why, Sirrah ! Newgate ! Am not I your Fa- 
ther, ha! 

Y. Ra. Look you, Sir ! if you are my Father, I draw 
in Obedience to your Commands; if not, upon my 
Enemy— ſtand off. 

Maj. Now, have not I one Word to fay to him 
This Impudence melts my very Soul—T here's a Lock 
There's a Forehead ! There's Braſs for you! Tit 
Rogue wou'd make an admirable Player in the Old 
Houſe ; Odsbud ! I have more Mind to kiſs him, * 
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& o be angry by lf —  — Well! Sirrah! What 
d | hve you to fay for yourſelf? 

ft v. Ra. Nay, firit old Gentleman! Lets hear what 
1? you have to ſay againſt me? 

uf Maj. Have you not bit me, my dear Son ? 

if v. Ra. Have you not ftarv'd me, my dear Dad? 


| Maj. Have not I lov'd you--you young Dog? 
. Y. Ra. Have not I return'd it, old Hock ? 
Maj. Have you return'd it — Sawce ! 


ny Y. Ra. Yes, Sir! Rv this generous Confidence in your 

. Love, in taking the Freedom to win your Five Hun- 

ui fred Pound, well knowing that fo trivial a Sum cou'd 
not hurt me in your Favour, 

e, Maj. Umh! Here's a Rogue! — Well! and fo! 


the | you think I will forgive you! 
* Y. Ra. Dam mee! Sir, who dares fay to the 
contrary ? 
ich. Maj. Ah ! the Rogue has me now ! That Look has 
are |} quite diſſolv'd me; Odsbud, I can no more reſiſt him, 
than a Patentee can a pretty Wench, when ſhe demands 
im. u unſconſcionable Salary in the Playhouſe. Well! I 
ard. | muſt forgive you then! humh ! 
wil V. Ra. I knew you wou'd, or elſe I had neer nick'd 
you. 
Maj. Why, look you, Sir, then ev'n ſet your Heart 
it reſt: For before theſe Gentlemen, I ſolemnly declare 
tha that I do forgive you, upon Condition 
V. Ra. What Condition? 
Maj. Humh ! That I have my Money again! 
Y. Ra. The Devil! - 
Lu. Come, Gentlemen, you ſhall leave the Condi- 
to me; my Lord and I have juſt an Hour's Buſi- 
hs tels together ; I'll bring the Money with me to Locket's, 
* between one and two; where we'll dine, and ſet all to 
than 

(0 


Rights agen 
Maj. Say no more, my little Charles, PII go before, 
B 3 and 
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and beſpeak Dinner! But hark you, 
good let me take the Money n wake: 

V. Ra, I bar that, old Gentleman ! no! no Poſſeſ 
ſion is eleven Points in the Law ! ” 

Maj. A rare Look that! — it's a good Look ! the 
Dog has a good Look ! 

Y. Ra. Come, old Jac ! let's you and 1 take 3 
Whet of racy Canary before they come ——— My 
Lord, your Humble Servant; bye Charles. 

Maj. Hold ! hold ! my little Facky, not too fa 
Cede Major ibus. 

[ Pulls Young Rakiſh back, and goes ouPbefore him. 

L. Lov, A pleaſant Couple theſe ! 

Lon. Ay, and only pleaſant, when they ar 
coupled. | 

L. Lev. Right! they are like the two Parts of 2 
drunken Song, very indifferent Muſick, unleſs you 
hear em both together. 

Lon. But now and then they may be endur'd, the 
better to reliſh the Harmony of a refin'd Converſation, 
Come, my Lord, now for Leonora. 

L. Low. You remember the Conditions; if you fail in 
your Attempt, you are never to ſpeak againſt her more. 

Lon. Agreed : If I ſucceed, the Conſequence wil 
reward me. 

L. Lov. You ſee, Charles, how fond I am of being fill 
your Friend, that I dare Hazard all my Happinef in 
Leonora, merely to ſatisfy your Jealouſy, not my own. 

Lon. You wou'd be jealous too, my Lord, were yo 


leſs a Lover; and I more favourable, were I leſs your } 


Friend : 'Tis my Care of you that makes me jealous ; 
and the Generoſity of your Love, that will not let you 
doubt your Leonora. 
When Beauty gives the Lover warm Deſire, 
Love drives him blind and headlong to the Fire; 
But jealous Fricnaſbip does his Poxwer deſpiſe 3 
Axwakes his Reaſon, and unſeals his Eyes. CExeut 
ACT 
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KA 
S CEN E, Lady Manlove'“ H. 


Leonora at her Toilet, her Woman dreſſing her, 


N Rifle ! | 
Tri. Madam! 
Leo. Let's fee this NIorning's 

Letters. 

Tri. There are only theſe halt 
dozen, Madam. 

Leo. No more ! Barbarity ! This 'tis to go to H- 
Park upon a Windy Day, when a well-dreſs'd Gentle- 
man can': itir Abroad: The Beaus were forc'd to take 
dhelter in the Playhouſe, I ſuppoſe : I was a Fool, I did 
not go thither, I might have made ten Times the Ha- 
rock in the Side Boxes. 

Tri. Your Ladyſhip's being out of IIumour with the 
Exchange Woman, for ſhaping your Ruffles ſo odiouſly, 
lam afraid made you a little too referv'd, Madam. 

Leo. Prithee ! Was there a Fop in the whole Ring, 
that had not a Side Glaſs from me Nay, ev'n that 


inſenſible Wretch Longwille, watch'd the Circulation of 


my Charict with an unuſual Aſſiduity. The Humility 
of his Bow has given me ſome Hopes of revenging the 
Aﬀronc he put upon me laſt Week. 

Iri. O Dear, Madam ! 1 always took him for a well- 


bred Gentleman ! Cou'd he affront your Ladyſhip ? 


Lo. O in the groſſeſt Manner! He ſat two whole 


Hours alone with me 1n my Dreſſing Room, and was as 


far 
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far from making me any Offers ef Love or Gallantry, ag 
if I had been his Mother. | 

Tri. Per Ladyſhip gave him no Encourage. 
ment, — 1 RIA 

Leo. Quite contrary! I languiſh'd in my Glaſs, laid 
my Neck bare, ſmil'd on him, talk'd of Love, made 
him draw on my Gloves, tie on my Necklace ; nay, 
take my Dormou/e out of my very Beſom: Put all in 
vain, he did it with all the Coldneſs of a Brother, no 
more mov'd, than if ke had been my Husband. O he 
tortur'd me ſo I could not bear him 

Ti. I am afraid, Madam, by this Uneaſineſs, your La- 
dyſhip likes him ! 

Leo. No, Fool! But 'twere an Ueaſineſs not to have 
him like me. 

Tri. You know, Madam, he's engag'd to Olivia, and 
I am confident can have no good Meaning any where 
elſe. 

Lo. His Meaning cou'd do me no Prejudice; let him 
be once my Lover, I'll ſoon lead him into the Road of 
Honour. | 5 

Tri. I ſuppoſe, Madam, your Ladyſhip wou'd not have 
him travel as far as Marriage. | 
Lo. Marriage! No, no! This Face is not to be 

flung away upon a Husband yet : I love, as your 
great Generals fight, not for Peace, but Glory : Mar- 
riage is a mere Ceſſation of Arms: When I can hold 
out no longer, I am ſecure of an honourable Retreat in 
my Lord Lovemore : The Reputation of his Senſe, and 
his fix Years Conſtancy, ſufficiently ſatisfies the World, 
that I am not at a Loſs for a Husband. 

Tri. Your Ladyſhip, has a very working Brain, Madam, 
you were born to conquer. 

L.co. And bred fo too! I began my little Wary of 
Love before Thirteen, heav'd my Breaſts at Twelve, 
and entertain'd my Train of Dangling Beaus, with al 
the affected Coldneſs of One and Twenty: Nay, — 
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then had 2 Soul fo ſenſible of Glory, I fonght my three 
Dur a Week, kill'd now and then my Man, and as 
ane fell, was ſtill deſigning on another. 

i. For Heaven's Sake, Madam, did your Ladyſliſp 
of to fight Duels. 

Lv. Stupid Creature! "Twas Letmora fought : Her 
Fyesinflam'd the Combat, ſhe drew the Sword, ſecure 
of Conqueſt ; for both the Victor, and the Victim were 
Lemora's ſtill. 

Ti. Madam, my Lady Manlove. 


| Enter Lady Manlove. 
L. Man. Good-morrow, Child, what not dreſs'd 


Leo. J am juſt ready, Madam; has your Ladyſhip 
been Abroad ? 

L. Ma. Ay, I have been with Father Benedic about 
your Brother Johrny. He will be here this Afternoon : 
And juſt as I had left him, whom ſhou'd I meet coming 
out of his Lodgings but Mr. Longuille. He ſays, be 
has fome private Buſineſs with you, Child : He will be 


| hete in a Moment : Prithee, make what haſte you can 


with him, that I may talk with him further about your 
brother's Journey. —— TI long to have the Dear Crea- 
we in private again. [ Ade. 
2 Pil obſerve you, Madam, I will ſoon diſpatch 

L. Man. Prithee ds, Child; inthe mean time, 1'l] go 
and prepare your Brother. [Exit. L. Man. 

Leo. Same private Buſineſs with me! Nay then. 


fe Prides, and ſets herſelf in her Glaſs.) Oh, 


eu! 'Pbis is a frightful Head! Here, Jie! Fetch 
ne that with the blue Knots. [ Takes off her Com- 
nude. —— L'ye hear! my Crimſon Gown and Pet- 
Kat. —— O! I can't contain mylelf ! Methinks I ſee 
lim at my Feet! Deſpairing! Dying! Breathing out 
lis lat Complaint of Love ! — Why don't you ſtir, you 
B 5 ſenſeleſs 
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ſenſele(s Creature! Hold ! hold ! Stay a little ! Lay 
down the Head ! Go you and wait below, to give me 
Notice of his coming : And d'ye hear, ſend Lettice to 
dreſs me in the next Room, here he may ſurpriae me.— 
Go ! go! Make haſte, Lump! For my Revenge is mote 
impatient than another's Love. [She runs off bare-headed, 
her Gown looſe about her, &c.) Exit Trifle at th 
other Door : And then— ; 


Enter Lettice, who in haſte takes up the Things, and fil. 
lug Leonora; after which, enter Trifle, with Lord 
Lovemore, and Longyville. 


Lon. Where's your Lady ? 

Tri. Hearing you were to be here, Sir, ſhe went im- 
mediately into the next Room to change her Dreſs. 

Lon. D'ye hear that, my Lord ? 

L. Lov. Is her Decency a Fault ? 

Lon. Her Deſign is. 

L. Lov. Prithee no more, I am impatient till thou 
haſt prov'd thyſelf a Mad-man. — Come ! Where's my 
Poſt ? 

Tri. Here, my Lord, in this Avenue. There's a 
Door upon your Right-Hand, that leads you to the 
Back Stairs. 

Ten. When I pull out my Handkercher, let that be 
your Cue to go round, and come in at this Door, as tho 
you knew nothing of what had palt. 

L. Lov. I ſhall obſerve you, Sir, 

Lon. Be ſure, Whatever you hear, don't let your 
Reſentment diſcover you before your Time: For ſhou'd 
ſhe find you over-heard her, ſhe will certainly face you 
down, ſhe knew of your being there, and that ſhe re- 
ceiv'd me kindly only to revenge your affronting 
Jealouſy. 


L. Lov. Humh ! { Smiling. } You are mighty cau- 


tious — I give you my Honour to obſerve your 
Directions. Lon. 
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Tom, Follow Trifle, my Lord, [ She places L. Love- 

more unſcen.] Here, Child, there's another Purſe for 

Service : Let your Lady know I am here. — 

[ Exit Trifle. }] — So! Now for a little ſcandalous 

Raillery upon your Top-beauties of Quality, to recom- 

mend my Judgment in her: Let me ſee! Which will 

be my beft way to deliver my Paſſion ?— Pox I need not 

ſtudy ſet Speeches: For ſhe has ſo much of Coquet in her, 

that you can no more fall from the Diſcourſe of Love in 

8 her Company, than you can be raiſed to act it in her 

Mother's: My Deſign has hitherto been ſo proſperous, | 

can hardly think Succeſs will fail me now. —Behide, the 

Liberty of my Friend draws the Curtain to my Sitter”: 
Hopes. — But, ſee ! She is here 


Enter Leonora, nenu-dreft. 


Leo. Lord! —Mr. Longville! What Accident has 
bleſt us with your good Company? For unleſs ſome ex- 
traordinary Buſineſs brings you, you are no more to be 

| ſeen, than a Lawyer in 'Term-time. 

Lon. O! Madam! iy Life's an eternal Term, 

| Love's my Cauſe, and you are my Judge. | 

Leo. Poor Wretch! J have him now! [ fide. ] 1 
ſhall be glad to be of Counſel for you. 

1 Lon. To tell you the Truth, Madam, "twas a little 
y of your Advice I now came for : For my Cauſe is com- 
ing on this very Moment: Gad take me, it has cot me 
the Lord knows what to quali!y me for the Bar of Love: 
| am reſolved now to malte my Appearance! Have you 


" fer:erw'd no Alteration in me, Madam, theſe two Days? 
Leo. Pl fwear, I think 1 have! Won't you fit, Mr. 

ou 

a Longuille. 

og Lon. Hey ! who's there? 


BY Euler a Footman to Longville. 

* Bid the Coachman go home, and —let five of my Men 

_ Wat: me at Chave.'s, you only below, I am in private.— 
B 6 tiey ! 


— ̃ͤ—dàↄ1UQ 


26 Wou AN WIr: Or, 
Hey ! let 'em all ſtay, I'd have the World know where 
pay my Devoir. [ Bows, 

Leo. Well, I ſwear, Mr. Lonzwille, nothing ſpeaks a 
Gentleman more than his Equipage, the whole Ring 
Yeſterday took: notice of your Chariot. Ah! Jeſu ! Such 
a lolling eaſy Air! Then the Six clean Creatures that 
drew it had their Mains and Tails ſo finely curP'd and 
powder'd, that their very Motion gave a new-born Sweet- 
neſs to the Ev'ning. 

Lon. Do you know, Madam, that the great Dutch Beau, 
Minheer Van Powderback, offer'd me a Hundred Guineas 
for a Brace of their Tails, to make him a Peruke. 

Leo. Let me dye! But you are a ſecond Phaeton / 
This Equipage and Chariot, were enough to let the whole 
Beau Mond on Fire! Jeſu ! 'tis not Ten Days ago, ſince 
you were the ſtrangeſt rough Creature, always m a Plain 
Coat: But two Horſes to your Coach, a ſingle Footman 
behind it, and ſcarce Powder enough in your Perriwig to 
whitten the Inſide of it. 

Lon. Ha! ha! Gad take me, Madam, your Lady- 
ſhip has hit me. 

Leo. But, Jeſu ! who is this powerſu! Beauty, that has 
wrought this wond-rous Alteration ? 

Lon. Your Ladiſhip is very intimate with her : Can't 
you gueſs her, Madam ? 

Les. O, Sir! 'twere hard to do that among ſo many 
Beauties, as this Town aflords. 

Len. Beauties! ha! ha! pray, M-dam, do me the 
Favour to name one of thoſe 'I'hings you call Beauties, 
that a Gentleman can bear the Thoughts on ? 

Les. O! Fie! Mr. Lorewille ! there's a World of em! 
What do you think of my Lady Slattern Pinchit ? She is 
an Heireſe, underitands the Management of a Family to 
a Miracle; and, I vow, has really a great deal of Wit. 

Tar. Ha! ha! ha! my Lady Shlattern Pinchit 11 
mult conſeſs the has TWO I houſand Pound a Year to re- 
commend her nauieous Houſewiſry, Which is enough 
to turn one's Stomach ! Piay, Madam, let me give you 

an 
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an Account of a Viſit I made her, at her Lodgings at the 
Bath, laſt Summer. 

Leo. O filthy I Creature, the very Apprehenſion 
of it gives me the Vapours : For Heav'n's Sake no more! 

Lo. Nay Cad, Xladam, it's worth your Hearing : 
You mus. know I had a mind to ſurprize her; when 1 
was got up Stairs, I bolted into her Bed chamber, where 
| found my prudent Lady, and her Couſin, bare-headed 
at Dinner—upon the Remains of a cold Leg of Lamb, 
and Cucumbers ! 

Leo. O! my Soul! 

Len. I he Sight of me drove them immediately into 
the Cloſet, from whence they curs'd, and ſtorm'd at me 
through the Key-hole, worſe than if I had caught them 
naked: In the mean time I took a View of her Cham- 
ber, and found under her Chair half a Bottle of Brie 
Milk, upon the Seat of it lay her Garters, and a Pair of 
Green Worſted Stockings, and upon the Back of it 
hung a daub'd Diaper Napkin, above an Inch thick of 
Pomatum. 

Leo. Inſupportable 

Lan. Upon her Toilet lay the Overplus of her Com- 
plexion, in the Print of three Red Fingers upon the Cor- 
ner of a Callico Nightrail. 

Ln, O! I ſhall die 

Lon. Upon the Cheſt of Drawers lay a Pair ef old 
flippers, with a dirty Suit of Night Cloaths, a Pound 
of Butter; and a raw Phillet of Veal wrapt in the Tail 
of her Bathing Smock. 

Io. Ah! [Soucaling ont. 

Lon. l'gad, Madam, if you are no better at pointing 
ne out a Conqueſt, I ſhall e'vn be forc'd to attack your 
Ladyſhip. 

Leo. O, Jeſu ! I'll name all the Town firſt ! Not but 
| believe J may ſtop at fine Mrs. Court”, the that my 
Lord Ccu'd-z1t-brook fought abcut. 

Lon, I'll commend her, to ſee how ſhe will take it. 
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[ 4fede.) She is very handſome, Madam, and all the 
World allows her a Woman of extraordinary Breed. 
in 

. Do they ſo, Sir! Nay, I'll ſwear I can't blame 
vou; really the is very much a Gentlewoman ! ſo eaſy ! 
ſo free! fo agreeable and good-humour'd ! I vow to 
Gad my Lady Cen/ure, and I were ready to fall out 
about her; ſhe ſays ſhe is the molt aſfected Piece, that 
ever croſs'd the Drawing- Room, one of her ſideling 
Curt'iys turns her Stomack. 

Lon. Why Faith, Mladam, as my Lady ſays, now 
and then ſhe does fcrew herſelf confoundedly. 

Lee Othe moſt intolerable, vain, fantaſtick Crea- 
ture breathing; the Duce take me, Mr. Longwille, if 
fie had not the Confidence to report that Sir Jon Love- 
det was kill'd upon her Account? 

Lon. Ridiculous ! all the World knows, Madam, he 

ma Victim to your Eyes! S'Death ! how loth ſhe is to 
loſe the Glory of a Mlan's Murder ! [ Afide. 

L. Lov. [ Behind] What does he fool with me? I; 
this the worſt of her he can ſhow me? Women are all 
cenſorious: Fut now it may be Complaiſance to him, that 
makes her ſo: I will have Patience; for ſhou'd ] inter 
rupt him, there wou'd be no End of his idle Jealouſies. 

Lan. Still wide, Madam, the Lady I mean is one 
whoſe Senſe and Beauty, ev'n env.ous Wit can find no 
Fault 1n. 

Leo. Jeſu ! Nr. Langwelle, this is a Complement to 
the whole Sex, to belive there can be ſuch a Woman: 
Fl] ſwear I wou' give the World to kno her. 

Lon. Will you hear me, Madam, if I name her? 
Have I your Word, it ſhall not make you leave the 
Room. 

Leo. Prithee, why ſhou'd you think tha: ? You ont 
intend to conjure with her Name, I hope. 

Len. No, \iadam, I only dread the Magick of her Eyes! 

Leo. Jelu ! what makes you fo grave ? 
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Lan. Twere an Inſolence unpardonable, Madam, to 
fe a Male factor merry at the Bar. 
Leo. What do you mean? 


Lon. To take my Trial, Madam, for the Crime of 

, | Love; Therefore I claim the Promiſe of your Counſel, 
„ | and beg to know if it were poſſible for a Lover to make 
. his Paſſion grateful to you, in what Manner wou'd you 
. moſt willingly receive it? Deliver'd with agayAſſurance, 
between Jeſt and Earneſt, or with a rough downright 

S Bluntneſs ; or elſe, with all the paſſionate ſubmiſſive 
: Vows, that Love and Truth cou'd reach him? | 


Leo. Your own Reaſon will reſolve you. A real Paſ- 
fon can't be jeſted with, and your rough Lover is a 
ic Brute : No! I own "tits Tenderneſs, and ſoſt Complaint, 
a dying Look, Heart-breaking Sighs, and Tears alone 
cou'd move my Nature to a Relenting Pity. 

Lon. So! now ſhe has inſtructed me! I ſhall go on 
with a good Aſſurance ! { Ade.) You cou'd not ſure 


, deſpiſe a Lover ſo complaining, [Sighs. 
1 Leo. Nature itſelf abhors fo barbarous a Thought. 
F Lon. Then give me leave to kneel before you. 
1 L. Lov. Ha ! This is to the Purpoſe. [ Behind. 
r- Lo The Fool's undone ! Ruin'd paſt Redemption 
( Hide.) Jeſu ! Prithee riſe ! 
* Lon. Not till you aſſure me, that you believe me 
<= ſerious. 

Leo. Well! —a—Riſe! I dare do that, while you 
0 ne ſitting. [ They fits 
1 L. Low. Confuſion ! ſhe rejects him not. [ Behind. 


Tes. I'Il vow you ſurprize me, Mr. Longwille ! Inever 
12 dream'd of Love from you 
he Lon. My Lord Loremere, Madam, being long my 
Friend before he was my Rival, oblig'd me to conceal 
* my Paſſion from the World, and you : Nay, fo ſacred 
was my Friendſhip, that ev'n Opportunity, which Ma- 
or dam, our Intimacy has often given me, could not hither- 
to detray me to a guilty Glance, But, now the 
1 Vilzrce 
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Violence of my Love forces me to conſeſs my Soul, to 
facrifice that Friend, and curſe him by the Name of 
Rival: Therefore, in ſpite of Bonds, [Kneeling } to 
you I offer up my Heart, and ſhou'd his interpoſing 
Vows but rob me of a Smile of yours, his Life's the "4 
crifice I'll make to your miſtaken Charity. 

Leo. Fy | Mr. Longville, this to me! Lord ! what 
do you mean? 

Lon. What the Devil ſhall I fay now? 22 

L. Lov. So tame at the Diſcovery [ Behind. 

Lon. In Pity, Madam, think me real; and if you 
have already bleſt him with the rich Treaſure of your 
conquer'd Heart, be at leaſt ſo generouſly cruel to con- 
firm the Truth of it to a miſerable deſpairing Wretch, 
and from this Moment my Faffion ſhall be dumb, * 
trouble you no more. 

L. Lov. Ha! I] am tortur'd with my Fears. [ Behind. 

Aa.] Well, is there any Rapture like the 

Glory of a profirate Lover? Now to raiſe his giddy 
Hopes, while like his Shadow I (lll fly before him; 
ſeem always near, yet never to be o'er taken.—Pray 
riſe ! 

Lon. Never while my Rival ſtands before me in your 
Favour. 

Teo. Jeſu ! ſure you are not in Earneſt. 

Ten. Your Coldneis, Madam, tells me, irdeed you 

ou'd not have me ſo.— Nay then, my Rival has your 
Heart; and yeu in generous Pity to my Love, wou'd 
fain conceal it. LRiſes. No, Madam, there's 
now but this to chuſe, that ſince I can't be yours to be 
no more. Madam ! Farewel. IL Unbuttons himſelf ] 
May you be happy in my Rivals Love. His Lite I 


wou'd not, dare not touch, becauſe *tis dear to du 


ut thus I facrifice my own. [Oftring to draw. 
Les. Ah! for Heaven's Sake, what do you mean? 

[ Holds kim. 

Lan. To trouble you no more. LStraglirg. 


Lee. 
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Le. Lord! | hope you won't offer any Miſchief? 
hear me but ſpeak ! 

Len. You have ſaid too much already: Pray let me 
die in quiet. S Death will ſhe binder me, or no? [ Aſad. 

Liv. O dear ir. Lo2g4i/7:, don't talk of dying! Jeſu ! 
if he ſhou'd Kill himielf here, he wou'd all ſpoil my 
Floor: Beſide, I ſhall loſe the Pleaſure of fooling him, 
[Ajae.] Pray give me vour Sword ? 

Lon, Madam, Deſpair, and Life are inſupportable. 

Les. Hold! O hold l-—-Ycu have touch'd my Soul 
o tenderly, that with a I houtand burning Bluſhes T 
muſt intreat you live, if Hope can fave you: O! never 
let the Fear of any Rival ſhock your Hopes, and leaſt 
my Lord Tewemore ; his Perſon, and his grave Behaviour 
were ever my Averſion: Had not my Mother's Coni- 
mands forbid me, I had long ago inforni'd kim fo. 

Lon. Surprizing Comfort ! 

L. Lov. Pernicious Jilt ! [ Behind. 

Lin. Twas reported, Madam, twou'd have ſuddenly 
been a Match between you. 

Lv. What he may report 1 know not : But when I 
marry him, aſſure yourſelf it ſhall be when I deſpair of 
any one elle. A dull conſtant Aſs, born to bear 
the Burden of a ſlighted Love. A Lump of Lime only 
to be fir'd with cold Water. I hink no more of him, 
tad I not vow'd a fingle Life, your Merit above the 
World wou'd charm me into Marriage. But fince that 
Neſſing is deny'd me, let me at leaſt live happy in your 
Friendſhip. | 

L. Lov. By Heav'n ber very Words to me. (Behind. 

Lin. Now! I have enough! [Drops his Handkercher.)] 
friendſhip's too cold a Clime, cur mutual Happineſs can 
tever flouriſh there: No ! Madam, 'tis only Love's 
varm Soil that ripens all the blooming Joys of Life ; and 
makes that Life, but dne eternal Harveſt. 

L. Lov. So cloſe ! I want Patience. 


Lord 
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Lord Lovemore comes Forward. 

Madam, your Humble Servant ! 

Leo. Ah! — (Shricking] Vl ſwear my Lord you 
ſrighted me. 

Lon. I don't like his coming in that way. 

L. Lev. I thought, Madam, Mr. Longwille, of all 
Mankind had been vour Averſion; and that nothing 
but his being my Friend could make you endure the 
Sight of him, I hope, you think better of him now, 
Madam. 

Leo. What Devil brought him to ſurprize us in the 
only guilty Minute [ 4/e.] Nay, I muſt confeſs, my Lord, 
I did not think him ſo unpleaſing, while he was your 
Advocate, 

L. Lov. O! then, he was kneeling for me all this 
while ! 

Lu, Umh — 2 ay! my Lord! [| Fauliring.) 
Jeſu! you don't think it was upon his own Account 
'This was a lacky Turn. Aldi. 

Lon. How the faſtens herſelf in the Nooſe. [ Afide, 

L. Low. Methinks, Madam, he over-did his Part 
To preſs his Arguments in melting Kiſſes upon your 
Snowy Hand, thoſe were too warm for Friendſhip. 

Leo. O' my Soul he's jealous, Mr. Longwille ! ha! la 

L. Lov. I ne'er was jealous : I found you falſe, beſcre 
you gave me Leave to doubt you. 

Leo. You are ſerious, my Lord! [ Hecting a Surprixs. 

L. Lov. Had you been ever ſo with me, I had not 
found myſelf your Fool fo late: Shou'd I talk with you, 
I ſhou'd itil] appear our Fool: For no one ſure can part 
eternally (as I muſt now) with the Hopes of his deſired 
Happine's, without a painful Thought; and I am loth 
to expole my Weaknels : I ſhall not aggravate your 
Wrongs to me, but leave your Conſcience to condemn 
you: 'arewel for ever. And ſince my Truth and 


Honour, ate fo i!l rewarded, may henceforth none but 
Fools and Villains kneel before you. [ Gorng: 
Leo. 
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Leo. Stay, my Lord !—I muſt not loſe him fo : For I 
know the Town will never tell his Story to my Advan- 
[ A/cde. ] 


tage- 
L. Tov. My Love ſhall never call me back, Good- 


manners may. [ Afide.7 Your Commands, Madam. 
Ln. My Lord, you may be in an Error, and I hope have 
more Generofity than to condemn me unheard ; there- 
— 

Lon. Hold, Madam! I find your Drift, and Faith 
were too barbarous, ſhou'd I betray you to a farther 
Guilt, by ſuffering you to excuſe what you have already 
hewn. No! Xladam, my Ends are anſwer'd, and now 
tis time the Jeſt ſhou'd go no farther. 

Leo. What do you mean ? 

Len. To throw afide the Mazk of Love, and ſhew a bare- 
faced Friendſhip ; and to tell vou, that I ne'er lov'd you, 
ne er admir'd you, nay always had an ill Opinion of you: 
That I was jealons of your aſtected Coldneſs to my Friend 
and therefore ſeign'd myſelf his Rival; that you with 
artificial Bluſhes have approv'd my Paſſion, and ſeem- 
ingly (for I ne'er thought you real yet to any one) plac'd 
me neareſt to vour Heart, where Heav'n knows I never 
wiſh'd myſelf; I only ſearch'd it for a Friend, and faith, 
Madam, had I found him there, I had retir'd with Joy. 
Lask your Pardon for my Intruſion into your Favour» 
Madam. 

Leo. Confuſion ! trick'd ! betray'd ! caught in the 
rery Snare that I had laid for him! Now the malicicus 
Town will triumph ! 

Lon. May my Lord go, Madam ! 


Les. My Lord, this Uſage ill becomes your Honour, 
or my Quality; as for the Inſolence of your Friend, I 
cou d expect no better from a rejected Lover. 

L. Lev. I faw no great Signs of his Deſpair, Ma- 
Gm : But to ſatisfy you better, I have over-heard every 
Word you have ſaid this half Hour. 


Leo, Then Jam betray'd indeed! That Devil Long- 
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ville has reſcued him from Ruin: Conſound 'em beth, 
I ſhall never dare to ſhow my Face agen ! 
[ Walks diſorder d. 

Lon Really, Madam, I can't blame the Judgment of 
your Belle-Patlion : For Gallantry, Equipage, and 
Grandeur, ate prevailing Orators. Hey ! let my 
Men wait all without, I'd have the World know where 
J pay my Devoir. 

Leo. Fellow ! [Scornfull, 

Lon. Madam! 

Las. Sir, I have ncthing to {ay to you ! Pray be gone, 

Lot. Why in ſuch a Patton, Madam ! 

Leo, Lightning blaſt thee. 


Lon. Take net a Woman's Anger ul! 
* 440 ns Kort, ard /ags. 


Les. Curſe of my treacherous Folly, that urg'd me 
to believe his Paſhon real O that it were! Ha! Can't 
it be made to feem fo ?—— A ſudden Thought re- 
vives me 

L. Lov. Well! Madam, I ask your Pardon, for con- 
ſenting to the Extravagance of my Friend's Attempt : 

But, if you have a Thought that can condemn me for't, 
now freely give it Breath: For, after this, you'll never 
ſee me more. | 

Leo. My Lord, you know this Apology is needlek : 
I only deſire to ſpeak a Word with Mr. Longwille before 
he goes. [ Smiling, 

Lon. Me! Madam! with all my Heart. 

[ They go together. 

Leo. [To her ſelf. ] Now aſſiſt me all the Subtilty of 
Woman ! If there's a Spark of Love remaining in 
that Boſom, [Pointing to L. Lovemore.] lend me a 
Smile to light it into Jealouſy ! What, tho' his Flame be 
out, I have ſeen a dying Taper kindled with its own 
Smoak ! O! to make him burn agen, and work a 


brave Revenge upon this Wretch, this poor Extin- 
guiſher ! 


Lon. 
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Ie Madam ! I have not heard you fay very much 
all this while ! 

TLeo. Come a little this Way! 
[She ſeems familiar with Jim. 

Lon, What the Devil has ſhe got in her Head now ! 

L. Lov. Ha! I don't like that whiſpering ! S'Death 
he ſmiles on him ! 

Leo. [Aloud ] Never fear that! if he offers to draw, 
my Servants will part you before there can be any 
Miſchief. 

Lon. S'Death ! I don't underſtand you; hark you, 
Madam ! | 

Leo. I know, my Dear, what ycu mean; I will 
tell him all my ſelf. 

Lon. Ounds ! my Dear! 

Leo. Prithee ! Ridiculous ! Why ſhould we con- 
ceal it longer! Both he, and the World muſt know it 
in a little time. 

Lon. S' Death! She racks me! 

L. Lov. And me. LAfce. 

Leo. Come! I am weary of my odious Part: Beſide, 
my Lord has no Reaſon to take it ill of you, ſince, as 
you own, he only wanted a Pretenc to leave me for 


another. 


L. Lov. Unheard of Treachery! [ Ala. 
Lin. I find Madam, you are deſigning me a Kind- 
neſs, and Faith *twere Pity to baulk this Fit of your 
Good-Nature. Pray go on, Madam ; methinks [ 
would fain have my Lord ſatisied . What a Jilt you 
we. [ Afede. 
Leo. Nay, I am refolv'd he ſhall know all In 
ſhort, my Lord, what you over-heard there, was his 
particular Requeſt to me, to give you a Pretence fer 
kaving me, and at the ſame time to conceal his real 
laſion, by feigning a ſeigned one to me; and ſince I 
kad, my Lord, that you have been long engaged elſe- 
where, 
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where, I tell you this to let you ſee I have been before. 
hand with you. 

L. Low. Confuſion ! he has been my ſecret Rival 
Sure Hell ne'er form'd ſo cloſe an Artifice ! 22 
RED Dear Madam! I am obliged to you: But 

is won't do : Your humble Servant=——— Come 
my Lord ! 

L. Low. No, Sir ! don't think it ſhall : Tho' I have 
been this Lady's Aſs, I will be yours no longer : I don't 
wonder now you thought her falſe to me 

Lon. My Lord! LAmar d. 

Leo. Fye! Mr. Longville, no more of this! The 
Farce is over now, and I can't bear any 'Thing from you, 
that looks ſo like Indifference. 

Lon. Confound your Kindneſs ! 

Leo. Nay, I vow I ask your Pardon And fince I find 
you are ſo unwilling to reveal it, tis not gone ſo far, 
but we may blind him till : Tis but your ſeeming to 
uſe me ill again: Now, begin to rail at me 

Lon. Stupendious Impudence ! 

L. Lov. Infinuating Slave ! Alt. 


Leo. So! ſo! very well, I'll ſwear ' ha! ha! ha! 


Lon. Fury! Moniter ! 
Leo. Better yet: O! I ſtall die! 
Lon. Harpy | Fiend ! Devil! 
Leo. Admirably well acted, III fwear—ſo, now take 
up a little. 
Lon. I ſhall obſerve you, Madan ! 
L. Low. So focn inſtructed, Sir! Aldi. 
Lon. I find there is no Remedy but Patience! the 
more I ſtrive, the faſter I am entangled my Lord, 
I muſt confeis J cannot wonder at your Amazement. 
But as a Token of my Innocence | 
[Offering his Sæterd to L. Lovemore. 
Leo. Be ſure you keep your Countenance. 
[ Aloud in his Ear. 
L. Lov. S Death! am I become your Sport! 
Lan. Exquiſite Devil! [ Aſloniſs d. 
| L. Lov. 
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L. Low. No, Sir, keep your Sword ! You may have 
—"Y for it Farewel— [Exit L. Lovemore, 
1 
1750 Confuſion ! he is undone ! I've ruin'd both my- 
ell and him ! Something muſt be thought on ſpeedily. 
[Leonora looks gravely on Longville, and on a ſudden 
burſis into a loud _ hter. 
Leo. Ha ha! ha ! he 
Lon. Very well! Your Tune may be chang'd, Ma. 
am; my Wits won't be idle. 
Leo. Wit! from thee ! I ſhall as ſoon dread it from a 
Country Parſon : Go, Sir, to your Friend, he'll thank 
for the Pains you've taken, and certainly admire 
your Wit ha! ha! ha | 
Lon. Damn her, ſhe has unman'd me, almoſt work'd 
me to the Thoughts of a Revenge. Muſes, 
Lo. Ha I fee my Mother coming! T'll ſet her 
upon him to heighten my Triumph. 


Enter Lady Manlove. 


L. Max. Well, Child, have you done with Mr. Leng- 
alle yet ? 

Leo. O Madam, the ſaddeſt i Poor Mr Long- 
all's diſtracted ! Look how he chafes and frowns 1 
tis Fit's upon him now ! He abuſes ev'ry one he ſpeaks 
to, has almoſt ſrighted me out of my Wits. 

L. Man. I'll wear I thought his Behaviour this 
Morning was a little ſtrange ; good lack ! Can't you 
meſs at the Occaſion, Child. 

Leo. I don't know what to think, Madam; but my 
lord Lowemore tells me vou are the Occaſion : He ſays, 
le has never been right ſince your Ladyſhip proteſted 
anſt a ſecond Marriage. Dear Madam, wen't you 


heak to him? 
L. Man. Lord! that ever my Raſhneſs ſhcu'd be the 
Occafion of ſuch a Nlisfortune! How wild he looks! 
Lu. {7 Himſilf.) To what a Plunge am I reduc'l ? 
I am 
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I am not only in Danger of ſorſeiting his Friendſhip, 
but of his looſing himfelf agen to her : My Life ! 15 
Friend ! My Honour, all's in Danger: For ſhou'd he 
challenge me, my Innocence will not let me anſwer 
him! If I refuſe, the World may think it Fear. Shou'd 
I fight, and Fortune put his Lite into my Power, ev'n 
the Gift of that were not enough to clear my Honour ; 
for in his Heart he'll think me ſtill a Villain. 

L. Man. Well! I can hold no longer; the Poor 


Man raves. [ Weeps, 
Leo. It works as I cou'd with. [ Aide. 


Lon. S' Death ! the very Thought on't makes me mad 

L. Mar. If you love my Life, Mr. lenguille, let me 
know that 'Thought, or I ſhall run mad too ? 

[ Takes hold on An. 

Lon. Conſuſion! am I fallen into her Clutches 

L. Man. ear Mr. Longville, don't be thus frighted : 
For I had rather break a Thouſand Vows, than fee you 
12 this Condition: All the World ſhan't perſuade me: 
For I am now relolv'd to marry ycu. 

Lon. Hark you, Madam, who pnts you upon this ? 

L. Max. Lord! wh wh why do you ſtare 
ſo ? [ Trembling. 

Lon. To hear a Woman of your Years talk thus: 
Pray, Madam, how old are you? 

L. Man. Why do you talk fo wildly ? 

Lon. I fay, Madam, how old are you ? 

L. Man. Nay, dear Sir, don't let my Age diſcourage 
you: For I hope ſtill to be the Mother of many a dear 
Child, provided I deſerve for 'em by your reafonable 
Endeavours. 

Lon. Let me tell you, Madam, you are now big 
with a falſe Conception, and will certainly miſcarry 


of it. [ Going. 
L. Man. O! I can't part with you, while you have 
2 Thought that wrongs my Honour. [ Hela's him, 


Lon. That's impoſſible ! thy Face protects it: Age 
and Uglineſs lie intrench'd in thy hollow Cheeks, and 
bid 
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did Defiance to all Scandal; yet, thou art every Day 
üſplaying thy Colours of White and Red, to make the 
World believe thou art in Action ſtill. . Come ! come! 
Madam, you had as good give over beating up for Vo- 
untiers: For the Devil a Man will you raiſe to ſtarve in 
thoſe Winter Quarters. [ Exit- 
Leo. Ha! Gone! I am afraid, Madam, this Mad- 
nes is affected: I really believe, becauſe I refus'd his 
Addreſſes, he was refolv'd to be reveng'd by aftronting 
your Ladyſhip and me. 
L. Man. How ! His Addreſſes! Nay, then I'll be 
reveng'd ! Olivia ſhall revenge me: For I will go, and 
tell her of it immediately. 
Lo. O! Madam, I have ſuch a Story of him for 
your Ladyſhip's Ear. 
L. Man. Prithee ! let's in, and have it at Dinner. 
[Exit Lady Manlove. 
La. What a malicious Devil is this Longwille ? To 
wh me in one Minute of the Pride of all my Conqueſts. 
Why let him go ! I have ftill the Glory of a Brave 
Revenge to boaſt ! Perhaps his Life may pay for't : It 
all the Devils in our Sex can ruin him, it ſhall! An 


| nform'd Miſchief lies rowling in my Thoughts, and 


els me I ſhall triumph! That Men ſhou'd ever match. 
their Wit with ours! What, but a Woman, cou'd thus 
hold his treacherous Friend, and à reſenting Lover? 
lovers or not, we ftill defy their boaſted Senſe : But 
when they love, what Slaves, what Wretches do we 
make em? How eaſy tis to look em into ruin? 


If they wrong us, we ſeek a brave Revenge, 

When aue are frail, abe make the Injur'd cringe ; 

Our Ejes prevail, when ſullen Reaſon's deaf, 

Our Tears perſuade "em, and the Fools believe ; 
While falſe, wwe Lord-like reign, and only find, 

Tis being true, that ruins Woman-kind, LExit. 


ACT 
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. 
SCENE, a Dining-Room in Longrille; 
| Houſe. 


Enter Olivia, and Emilia. 


him. 
7 Oi. I never ſhall! he wont 
N 25 give me leave to do it. I 
Gy be valued me, or took any Plex- 
fure im my Commands, he wou'd take leſs in my Lady 
Manlowve's Company; he lives there, I think. 

Emi. Bleſs me, can you be jealous of him with a ſtale 
Widow, he is no younger Brother, my Dear ! 


Oli. He is a Man, conſequently a Thing that's vain, 


and loves to be admir'd. 

Emi. There are fuch Out-caſt Fops indeed, who, 
rather than not be lik d at all, will take up with the 
common Favours of an old Lady. But I can't think my 
Brother ſo necefſitous a Lover, having already merited 


the good Opinion of my dear Olivia; nay, I muſt be- 


heve he merits it, or you wou'd not ſo often have con- 
ſeſs d it. 
Oli. I am not aſham'd to own myſelf in an Error. 
Emi, Your greateſt Error is your dcubting him: 
Come ! you ſhall think better of him, "twill oblige your 
Friend: I am in pain while you are thus ſevere to him: 
Have Iro Power, Dear Ol:iw1ia ? 


Oh. Kind Emilia ! 1 cannot think thou would'ft uſe | 


that Power, did not thy Brother's Innocence perſuade 
thee : O! I cou'd devour thee for thy generous Faith 
to him. Ki e her.] And it I love him well, 'tis for 
has tender Care of thee. Eni. 
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Emi. He loves me beſt, in loving you ſo faithfully : 
ſadeed he loves you, I am fure he does : For he has 
woght me hitherto, to avoid meſt Women's Friendſhip : 
u when I mention'd you! O! How he preſs'd me to 
1j applauded Choice, and charm'd me with your Virtues. 
06. This from a Friend aſſures me to be happy: 
ut is he not to blame, my Dear? 
Emi. Take it on my Word, not now: Tis a Buſineſs 
o Concern that keeps him there, I want time to tell 


you what: Have but a little Patience, and his Return will 
atisfy you: Prithee be Good-humour'd, he won't be 
ing, 1 am fure ! Here's the Harpſicord to divert us in 
the mean time. Come ! I will have a Leſſon, 
Ok. Prithee, I can't play. [ Uneaſy. 
Emi, Nay, I won't court you, but make you 
There ! There ! Gentlewoman. 
[Pulls her to the Harpſcurd. 
Ou Lord! I am n't in Humour now.—Prithee ! Can't 


{jou ſend to my Lady Manlove's. 


Ini. Hum ! I find ſhe ticks in your Stomach ſtill. 
Who's there? 


Enter a Servant. 


Step to my Lady Manlove's in the Pall mall and tell 
1 Brother here is a Lady Rays for him, — make haſte. 
| [Exit Servant. 
[Olivia /miles on Emilia, and begins to play.] 
Emi. O! have I put you in Tune, Madam. 
[ The Tune ended, Emilia fays ] 
Eni. Nay, nay, you ſhan't give over ſo! I will have 
Ing too. | 
Cl. Nay if I ſing 
Ini. If you don't, I ſhall be very angry, Madam. 
| [Olivia Sings.] 
Tell me, Belinda, Prithee do, 
(The Wanton Czlia ſaid) 
Since you'll allow no Lover true, 
( Inform a tender Maid) 
C 2 Are 
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Are not wwe Women Fools then to be ſo ? 
Belinda ſmiling thus the Sex betray'd: 


Men have their Arts, and we hawe Eyes, 
We both believe, and bath tell Lies; 
Tho' they a Thouſand Hearts purſue, 
We love to wound as many too. 
Yet flill with Virtue ! Virtue ! heed a pother, 
1 We laat] wwe love ! * 
Ve like ! awe leave ! 
We both deceive ! 
And thus are Fools to one another. 


Ol. What is not this Fellow come back yet? Well 
Lam out Patience. 

Emi. Prithee what time did you appoint my Brother, 
that you are ſo uneaſy ? 

Ok. I ſent him Word to meet me at my Father's at 
three this Afternoon, where I find he has neither been, 
or left any Word for me. 

Emi. Why what o'Clock do you take it to be now? 

Oli. Paſt the Hour I am ſure : "Twas after Two be- 
fore I came from Ken/ington. 

Emi. To ſee how ſlowly Hours move with abſent Lo 
vers: Now my Watch wants above ten Minutes df 
Two. 

O. I don't know, I am ſure it's paſt Three by my 
Inclination. 

Emi. Prithee fet it back a little: But fee here is the 
Meſſenger : Now I ſuppoſe, you may let it go a" 

Re-enter the Servant. 


Did you ſee my Brother ? 


Serv. No, Madam, he has not been there this Half-how- | 


Oli. And don't they know whither he went. 
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Serv. No, Madam: but my Lady Manleve deſires Wing 


to ſpeak with your Ladyſhip, and bid me cell yu 
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dat perhaps ſhe can ſatisſy you ; if your Ladyſhip ſtays 
dere long ſhe will wait upon you. 

Ok. No! no! T'Il go to her, ſhe will be an Hour 
+ ſetting herſelf out: Come, my Dear, will you go 
zlong with me: Well, I am ſure I ſhall hear no good 
of him. 

Emi. Perhaps not, C my Lady Manlwve has any 
Thing to ſay of him. But however, I will bear you 
Company : How did you come, my Dear ? 

Ou. O prithee make haſte, my Coach will carry 

vs. [Exeunt. 


ſe SCENE changes to Locket's in the 
Street, 


Enter Lord Lovemore in a Chair. 


L Lov. to the Old ! 


[To his Servant.) Step 
Chairman. into Locket's, and enquire if 
Mr. Lengville be there. Don't ſay I would ſpeak 


Exit Servant, and returns. 
derv. He is not there, my Lord, but they expect 
iin every Minute. 
L Lav. Set me down. There. 


[Gives them Money. 
Chair. God bleſs your Honour. [Exit Chairman, 


Lord Lovemore goes to the Door. 


L. Lov. If he comes this Way I am ſure of him. 
tut I am not ſure of my Revenge in fo publick a 
Tice —Let me ſee, how ſhall I manage him. [Mu/cs. 


Major Rakiſh appears in the Balcony ſmoaking. 


Maj. A hey ! Dog! Son of a Whore ! ſome more 
Vine here, quick. 


C 2 One 
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One ſpeaks within, ringing a Dell. 

Within. Here Tom! Dick! ſpeak there 
Coming, Sir. 

Maj. Who's that, my Lord Lowemore ! Ods-heart, 
we have ſtaid this Hour for youÞ Where's Charles, Man 
where's Charles ? 

L. Lov. He won't be long, I wait for him: We'll be 
with you preſently. 

Maj. Prithee make haſte, Odsbud, the rareſt Haunch 
of Veniſon, and Colliflowers — A hey ! Dinner 
there, [ Exit Major, 

L. Lov. I have thought on't! there I fall be fur 
of him. Hey ! Waiter ! 


Enter a Waiter. 


L. Lov. Have you &er a Back- Room empty? 

Wait. Yes, my Lord, you may have the Lion. 

L. Lov. When Mr. Longwille comes: Be fure you 
ſhow us there. [Exit Waiter. 

How baſely has this Man betray'd me; had he like a 
generous Friend to me conſeſs d himſelf my Rival, | 
then had only griev'd to have found him ſo, and thought 
that Leonora's Charms were irrefiſtible : But like a 
Traytor, thus to throw a fcul Aſperſion on my Love, 
ſecretly to inſinuate that I am falſe to her! O, tis the 
baſeſt loweſt Act of groveling Treachery ! Had he ten 
"Thouſand Lives, I would ſerve them all to my Revenge. 
Ha ! he is here, I'll take him while my Reſentment: 
warm. 


Longville alights from another Chair. 
Lon. Jam glad to find you here, my Lord, I would 
fain ſpeak with you. | 
L. Lov. Come, let's walk up; we are ſtaid for. 
Within. Welcome, Sir phot to walk this Way, 
Gentlemen. 
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De SCENE changes to a Back- Room 
in the Houſe. A Waiter ſhows in Lord 


Lovemore, and Longville; and Exit. 


Lord Lovemore claps to the Door, and bocks it. 


Lon. A! fo ſudden! Nay, then twas well that I 
prepar'd myſelf. 
L. Lr. You gueſs my Meaning, Sir? 

Lox. I apprehend your Error, and it grieves me. 

L. Lov. Doſt thou not bluſh ? 

Lon. For what ? becauſe a Woman has outwitted me 
If fo, my Lord, yourſelf ſhould change your Colour. 

L. Lv. I find thou art grown an harden'd Villain. 

Lon, When your amazing Jealouſy's my Judge, the 
worſt of Villains My Reaſon is in Health, and con- 
ſuues nothing ill from a diſlemper'd Friend. 

L. Tov. Have I not Reaſon to be ſick of thee ? 

Lon. Thus far you have: When, as a Friend, I of 
er d you a Cordial for the Inſection of Leonora's Eyes: 
the in Revenge, perſuades you "tis a Poiſon : I cannot 
blame your Fears : But till you find the Poiſon work, 
telieve me ſtill your Friend. 

L. Low. So artful, Sir! You wou'd have me reſpit 
my Revenge, till you have fix'd my Leonora, married, 
and enjoy d her! Confuſion ! Didſt think I would 
reign her :2mely to thy Arms? Monſter, no! Thou 
ter ſhalt triumph there, till thou haſt made thy Way 
through me—— Draw And, if thou haſt any Title 
o her Heart, diſpute it like a Man: For I am now 
reſoly'd, but one of us ſhall live to claim it. 

Lon. By Heav'n, you are on the Brink of Ruin, hear 
me: But you know it is not Fear that holds 
my Arm. | 

L. Lov. 'Tis worſe ! Thy cloſe deſigning Craft ; 
thy Aim, is ſtill to cheat me with a pretended Friend- 

C 4 ſhip ! 
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ſhip ! No more ! I will not give thee time to form a new 
Evaſion : Therefore draw; for I have ſworn to ſatisfy 
my Revenge, and injur'd Love. 

Lon. What if I renounce all claim to Leonora, or bind 
myſelf by ſolemn Contract never to ſpeak, think of, or 
ſee her more, 

L. Lov. So tame! No! Even this is not enough to 
fave thy Life : For tho' thy deſpicable Baſeneſs now 
prompts thee to ſorſwear thy Love; yet, {till thy foul 
Detraction has for ever ruin'd mine. Leonora thinks 
me falſe, and only in Revenge has favour'd thee : 1 
ſlight thee as a Rival: But as a Villain am refolv'd to 
end the Guard thy Life. 

Lon. Give me but an Hour's Time to prove your 
Error: Nay, but a Moment now ! Hear me but 
ſpeak ! 

L. Lov. Draw, ar Pl nail thee to the Ground ! 

Lon. Nay, then !=—— By Heav'n I will be heard. 

[Preſents a Pill. 

L. Lev. Ha ! What means the Villain 

Ton. Stir not, as you prize your Life And now 
Til own myſelf a Villain! I mean for my betraying 
Leowra, had not you been blind to your Scorn: Far 
though I knew her falſe, I took too baſe a Way to 
prove her ſo : Nothing cou'd excuſe me but the Height 
of Friendſhip ! Were what I have done preſented on a 
Stage, all generous Souls wou'd hate me for the Part I 
have ated : But ſince my good Intention is ſo ill 
rewarded by your ungrateful Jealouſy, I here retort 
the Villain back ; and in Defiance of thy Rage, thus 
arm a Madman's Frenzy. [Offers him another Piſtol. ] 
I wou'd anſwer with my Sword, but, as you know, 
being diſabled by a late Wound in my Arm, I thought 
if you were reſolv'd on Death, this was the ſurer Way 
too for one of us to find bim : Now, make your Choice, 
my Lord. L. Low. takes ene. 
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L Lov. Now ! thou art a worthy Rival ! No more, 
but both retire ; and then advancing, as our Fate di- 
refts us, never let us meet again. 

[They advance from each End of the Room, and fire on 

one another ; Lon. falls. 

Lon. Now, Leonora's yours! Fly, my Lord, and 
fave yourſelf. 

L. Lov. No! I have kilFd thee bravely, therefore 
will not fly : Thy Life was forfeited to thy Breach of 
Friendſhip ; and, tho” the Law has no Regard to an 
honourable Revenge ; yet, there's a higher Power that 
controuls its Rigour, where I am ſure fo juſt an Action 
will have Mercy. 

Within. Open the Door there ! Open the Door. 

L. Low. Who are you ? 

Y. Ra. Friends, my Lord ! your Friends. 

Within. Hey | A Lever there! Let's break it open? 

L. Lov. You ſhall not need [ Uniotks the Door) Now, 
Gentlemen, you may enter. 


Enter the Major, J. Rakiſh, a Gentleman, and ſeueral 
People of the Houſe. 

Maj. Why, how now, my Lord ! What the Devil, 
have you more Stomach to a Brace of Bullets, than a 
good Slice of Veniſon ? A Pox on your forc'd Meat, 
* don't like it. — Why, what's the Matter, 

? 

Y. Ra. Ha! Longville, wounded ! 

Gent. Pray, my Lord, how came this ? 

L. Lev. That you ſhall know another Time; let it 
uffice, I own myſelf the Man, that kilbd him; I glory 
n the Action, and will anſwer it to the Law. — Pray, 
bentlemen, keep out the Crowd ; for I wou'd not give 
fools a Holiday before my Time. 

Maj. Clear the Room there Yon Dog ! Run 
br a Surgeon 2 let's ſee, what is there no- 


lues? Here ! here! Tach, help him up a little— 


C3 (They 
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Le ft him in a Chair.) — What a Devil is he quit 

gone ! Plague on't, now muſt I go to Law with his 

Executors for my Five Hundred Pound: Why, what an 

. wert thou to leave it in his 
8. 

V. Ra. Any Hands, but yours, dear Daddy. Ha! 
he ſtirs. 

Maj. Ah ! dear Charles, the Five Hundred Pound 
What haſt thou done with it ? ſpeak ! ſpeak ! my dest 
Boy, where ist? 

V. Ra. S'death, Sir, is that a Queſtion to ask a dy- 
ing Man ? 

Maj. It is too much Money, Sir, for a dying Man 
to run away with. 

Gent. Here, ſome fair Water there. 

Lon. [ Riſing.] J am obliged to you for your Care, 
Gentlemen: But, at preſent there is no Occaſion 
for it. | 

Maj. What a Devil, does he walk before he is dead? 

V. Ra. Why, how now Charles Alive again, and 
unhurt ! How is't ? 

L. Lov. Ha! what Devil has inſtructed him thus 


to baffle my Revenge? 


Lor. And now, my Lord, I'll prove myſelf again 


your Friend: I fear'd your Jealouſy would break into 
ſome Extravagance ; and to deceive its Rage, took Care 


to arm you with an unloaded Piſtol : I knew, the Noiſe 


would bring in People to prevent a ſudden Miſchief, 
and give me Time to clear my Innocence ; which, if 1 
now don't convince you of in an Hour, dare me to the 
Field; if I refuſe you then, think me a Villain ſtill, 
and poſt me for a Coward. If you believe 
I ſpeak this out of Fear, my Lord, you wrong your 
Conſc:ence : For I have giv'n Prcof, when your Occa- 
fions calbd me, that I eſteem'd my Honour more than 
Life. 
L. Lev. I own it true, and tis that Thought en- 
courages 
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me to embrace the Offer ; in the mean time, 
1 will ſtruggle with my Reaſon to believe thee 
innocent. 

Maj. Look you, my Lord ! Tho' I know nothing at 
all of this Buſineſs, yet I know Charles is a very honeſt 
Fellow, and I'll ſtand by him. If he muſt have Occa- 
fon for a Second, Odsbud, old Dick's his humble 
Servant. | [Claps Lon. on the Back. 

v. Ra. Nay then, Sir, little Jach's oblig'd in Ho- 
nour to be my Lord's. 

Maj. Well ſaid, Wickedneſs ! There's an ingenious 
Dog! now, rather than be out of Miſchief, will ke 

with his own Father. 

V. Ra. Why faith, old Gentleman, you have liv'd 
out of all Conſcience ; and, unleis I make an Hole in 
your Lungs, I find I ſhall never make one in your 
Eſtate. 

Maj. It's a good Lad ' Why, thou wilt have 
a Thouſand Pound a Year, my little Tach, it thou art 
not hang d before I die. 


Enter a Waiter. 


Wait. Gentlemen ! your Dinner is upon the Table. 

Maj. Come, come, walk in my Lord, I am relolv'd 
to ſee you Friends again. 

L. Low. I ſhall be glad of an Occaſion, Sir. 

Lon. Fear nct, my Lord, my Henour is engag'd to 
give it you, [Exeunt, 


Toe SCENE cl anges da Lacy Manlove?; 
1 101%. 
Exicr Trifle aud Lettice. 


Tri. * ELL, Lellice, this is a rare Family we 
live in: For, what between the Amcurs 

of my Lady Lecxcra, and the Over: ſondneſs of her 
ES Mother 
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Mother my Lady Manlove, we are in a very fair way of 
making our Fortunes, 

Lett. Nay, for my Part, I have no reaſon to com- 
plain : For if I have but a mind to a particular Suit of 
Knots, or a Gown of my Lady's, tis but commending 
her Complexion in a quite contray Colour, and the Buſi- 
neſs is done ; and if you have but a new Intrigue to en- 
tertain her with, her Soul's your own. O law ! did I ne. 
ver tell you how ſhe ſerv'd an amorous Book of Major 
Raki/>'s other day. 

Trif. No, Prithee ! how was it ? 

Leit. Why you muſt know laſt Week ſhe borrow'd a 
French Novel of him; and being told there was one 
deadly ſmutty Page in it, ſhe very diſcreetly beg'd him 
to double it down, that ſhe might be ſure to avoid it : 
But when ſhe gave him the Book again, that poor Page 
was more thumb'd and blurr'd, than the Beginning of a 
School-boy's Accidence. 

Trif. Ha! ha! and no doubt but ſhe took more Paing 
to get it by heart. But hark you, Lettice, now you talk 
of a School-Boy, how ſtands your Affair with my Lady's 
Son, Maſs Fohnny ? 

Lett. O in a very fair Way, I can aſſure you: He 
pretends to comply with his Mother's Deſign in going to 
St. Omers : But I know it's only his Cunning to try whe- 
ther or no I ſhall be concern'd to part with him : Now I 
am unwilling to loſe him by being too forward, and 
am reſoly'd to drive Things to an Extremity before I con- 
ſent to marry him. 

Trif. How ! to marry him, why I thought you only 
deſign'd to make a Fool of him. 

Lett, Why that's making an Husband of him, I think: 
O dear, here come's my Lady, Il tell you more anon. 


[ Excunt. | 


Enter 
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Jauer a Gentleman with Olivia, Emilia, and Lady 
Manlove. 


Cent. (To Olivia. ] What I have told you, Madam, 
is Word for Word, as I had it from Mr. Longuille's own 
Mouth; Well, Ladies, I have perform'd my Duty, 
and now muſt beg your Pardon; I left him at Locket's, 
and promiſed him to return immediately. 

L. Man. Couſin, your Servant. 

Oli. Sir, I thank you, I am glad you have eaſed us 
of our Fear. 

Gent. Madam, Your humble Servant. [Exit Gent. 

Eni. Now, my Dear, I hope you are ſatisfied of my 
Brother's Truth. 

Oli. It ſeems, my Lord, is not yet ſatisfied of his 
Friendſhip. 

Emi. But you hear he has engag'd to convince him 
of it in an Hour. 

Oli. When he does that, I ſhall know how to ſettle 
my Opinion. 

Enter to them Leonora. 

Lo. Ladies, your Servant: I hope you have heard 
Mr. Long ville is alive ſtill ? 

Emi. Ves, Madam, and I hope will live to give a 
Proof very ſhortly both of his Love and Friendſhip. 

Leo. As for his Friendſhip that I can't anſwer for : 
But I confeſs, I have no Reaſon to complain of him as 
a Lover. 

OA. How, Madam 

Emi. You have no * to complain of him as a 
Lover! 

L. Man. O dear Ladies! Is that ſuch News to you? 
Well, I find of all People your near Relations never truſt 
one another with their LoveAecrets. 

Emi. This Inſolence is inſupportable! [4/ade.] Pray, 
Madam, what Proof has my Brother ever given of his 


Love to you ? 
Lea. 
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Leo. Nay, I can't ſwear, that he has given any cer. 
tain Proof, for now a-days Men offer Marriage, as their 
Intereſt directs them, not their Love. 

Oli. I ſee Women are more vain, than Men are falſe 
Now, Madam, I am concern'd, and I muſt tell you, 
you are the laſt of Woman kind, cou'd make me ſo far 
jealous of Mr. Longviile : I know the Race of Man 
wou'd fall, were only he and you alive to raiſe it. 

Teo. I ſee Vanity, Madam, is a raging Vice among 
our Sex, and when it meets with a Diſappointment, it 
knaws itſelf to Envy. [Scornfully 

Ok. ves, and Revenge too, Madam, which I find 
is now your Aim for Mr. Longwill's diſappointing you 
of my Lord Lovemore. 

Leo. All Happineſs, Madam, is Opinion ; believe 
he loves you, and you are happy ſtill. 

Oli. No, Madam, let Opinion be your Security, I 
will be contented with Demonſtration : Were there no 
other Way to fatisfy my Lord Lovemores Jealouſy, I would 
marry him this very Minute. 

Emi. {To Leo.] Dear Madam, fay all the provoking 
Things you can to make her purſue that Reſolution, if 
it be but to heighten your own Triumph! 

Leo. How, Madam! Marry him this very Alinute ? 
Why, ſure you uud not ravilh him: For I can never 
believe he will conſent to it. 

Oli. You are not the fiſt Lady, Madam, that has 
miſtaken good Manners for Love. 

Leo. Nor he the firit Man, Madam, that has con- 
ceal'd kis Love with goud Manners : Lock you, Ma- 
dam, not that I am fond af publiſhing my Conqueſt: 
But if you will give me leave, I will write to him tlis 
very Minute, and you ſhall ju'ge what Intereſt I have 
in him by his Aniwer. 

Oli. You had as good let it alone, Madam, it's ten 
to one but he diiappcints you again. 


Leo. 
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Les. However, Madam, you will give me leave to 
try my Power, [ Smiling ] Some Pens and Paper there. 

Oli. What are you going todo, Madam : 

Leo. To write to Mr. Longville, Madam. 

Oli. [Paufng.] ———— I declare it ſhe provokes 
me ! And dare you let me fee what you write, 
Madam ? 

Leo. Freely, Madam, if you'll give yourſelf the 
Trouble. 

Ol. Pſhah ! Well! Madam! Pray, give 
me leave to write to him too ? 

Leo. All the Reaſon in the World, Madam. 

Oli. I am amaz'd ! why, Madam, will you write to 
him ? 

Leo, With your Permiſſion, Madam. 

Ol. Sure, I don't underſtand you! I mean to Mr. 
Longville ! 

Leo. Ay | ay! to Mr. Carles Longville, this Lady's 
Brother ; I will write to him to meet me within half 
an Hour, at Mrs. Siam's, the Þdian- Houſe in St. Fames's- 
Street, and for both our Satisfactions, do you appoint 
him in another Place at the very fame time. 


Enter a Servant with Pens and Paper. 
Ou. So 9 ! 'This to convince you Madam. 
[Sits to avrite. 
Emi. [To Leo.] I don't know what your Meaning 
may be : But I am fure, Madam, my Brother will be 
obliged to you for his Happineſs : You'll gain him more 
in one Minute, as her pretended Rival, than half an Age 
of Love cou'd purchaſe him. 
Leo. [ Aſide.) Poor ea'y Fool! His Happineſs ! no, his 
Ruin, or my Wit ſhall fail me. [Sits to wwrite, 
Emi, (To Z. Man.) Methinks, Madam, this is a 
very odd Undertaking, for a Couple of Ladies to draw 
two ſeveral Bills upon a Gentleman's Heart, and both 


Payable at Sight : 'I'is well, if he don't prove a true 


Banker, 


64 Woman's WII: Or, 
Banker, and make them wait his Leiſure for the 
Payment. 

L. Man. O Madam! the Fund of Love is never ſo 
low ; young Men have always a little running Caſh to 
ſupply a preſent Occaſion. 

Emi. Ay, Madam, but one had as good be with 
out it. It is commonly upon very hard Conditions. 

L. Man. I'll ſwear, Madam, there you are in the 
Right : For now a-days, a Woman can no more 
to receive a Billet-deux in honourable Love, than a 
Bill of Exchange, in all Ready Money. 

Emi. Ay, Madam! You ſee what ill Women, and 
Clippers have brought us to 

L. Man. Nay, Madam, don't lay the Fault upon uz 
poor Women: For to my Knowledge, 'tis the falſe 
Men, that offer their baſe Love. 

Emi. But the Women take it, Madam. 

L. Man. Not all of them, Madam, as you wou'd 
fay yourſelf, if you knew what ſevere Repulſes I have 
given young Mr. Raki/p ; Nay, I can aſſure you the 
old Gentleman, the Major too, has made his Attempts: 
Well, Madam! If I thought you wou'd be ſecret, I 
cou'd tell you more too, 

Emi. 'Than I deſire to know, I find! x 4fde.) If you 
pleaſe, Madam, another time, Well — have you 
done, Ladies ? 

Leo. Yes, Madam! I have finiſh'd mine. 

Oli. I have but two Words more So! 

Lev. Now, Madam, if you pleaſe we will read em. 


Leonora reads ber Letter. 
Wy Reſelution flill holds of meeting you in half an Hour 


(according to your firſt Appointment, ) at Mrs. Siam; 
dear My. Longville, be careful of my Lord Lovemore, 
avhom you will find it hard to over-reach a ſecond Tims : 
While he is deluded, nothing can diſturb the Happineſs 


af your LEQONORA 


Emi 
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Emi, Phooh ! She'll never ſend this Letter. 
Come, my Dear, now let's hear yours. 


| Olivia reads, 
ſhe Town is in a wery ſcandalous Story concerning your 
Ouarrel with my Lord Lovemore : Pray, let me fee 
you at my Father's in half an Hour : For I am impatient 
till I knoxw the real Truth : Fail not a Minute, as you 
prize the Quiet of Your 
QOL1.Y LA. 


Emi. The Quiet of your Olivia! Nothing but Death 
| am fure will hinder him from obeying fo kind a 
dummons. 

Les. Very well ! If you'll give me leave, Madam, 
I will ſeal it for you. 

Ou. O! I won't trouble you, Madam. 

Leo. No Trouble, Madam: Pray, oblige me. (Oli. 
gives Leo. the Letter.) Have you your Seal about you, 
Madam ! [To L. Man.) 

L. Man. I muſt know your Deſign. [de] Ay, 
Child ! 

LL. Man. pretends to be ſome time feeling for her Seal. 

Leo. [Softly to L. Man. ] Now, Madam, do you keep 
them in Diſcourſe a little, while I alter one Word in her 
Letter. 

L. Man. Ha ! What Word ? 

Leo. Inſtead of her Father's, I will put in Mrs. Siam's, 
the very ſame Place Mr. Tong wille is to meet at. 

L. Man. Admirable ! But what will you do with 
your own Letter ? 

Leo. That I will take Care by a pretended Miſtake 
ſhall come to my Lord Lowemor?s Hands. Ask no more 
Qeſtions, Madam; give me the Seal quickly. 

L. Man. O! Now I have found it! —There, Child. 
[dbud., [L. Man. gives Leo. the Seal, and goes to the 
Ladies ; while they ſeem t2 talk, Leo. alters the Letter» 


ad feals it.] Les. 
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Leo. There's your Letter, Madam. [To Olivia. 
Oli. Who's there? 


Enter a Servan' to Olivia 


Here ! Step to Locket's, and give this Letter to 
Mr. Longwille ! If you don't find me here, bring me an 
Anſwer to my Father's. 


Leo. fring to ſeal her own Letter. 


Oli. Hold! Madam, once more for my Satisfaftion 
let me ſee if this be the ſame Letter you ſhow'd me:? 

Leo. The Conſequence wou'd have convinc'd you, 
Madam; but, I can't blame you for believing your 
Eyes. 

Oli. * Tis the ſame. [She returns it to Leo. who ſeal; 
it.) Pray let me ſee you ſend it, however. 

Leo, Within there ! 


Enter a Servant to Leo. 


Run with this to Mr. Loaguille at Locket's. [He is 
going] Dee hear ! —— — - ſtay below till farther 
Order. [Softly.) It requires no Anſwer, make haſte 
again. Lu uud. 

Oli. Emilia ! are you not amaz d? You ſee ſhe has 
ſent the Letter! He will not meet her, ſure ! | 

Emi. I know not what to think! 

Oli. Woud 1 had never ſent him mine: I begin to 
fear her now. » 

Emi. Don't let her ſee you do, I am as impatient of 
the Event, as thou art. 

Oli. Dear Emilia, go with me to my Father's, I am 
in a thouſand Fears, and dare not truſt myſelf alone. 

Emi. Ladies your Servant. 

Leo. Your Servant, Madam. 

L. Man. Dear Ladies, your moſt eſſential humble 
Servant. 

Leo. Trifle. [ Excunt. 

Enter 


FPS N 


J 
| 


K 


The LADY in FASHION. 67 


Enter Trifle. 

Ti. Madam. 

Teo. Look me out a Hood, and Scarf, and Mask, 
and bid Sam. come to me. 

Tri. Yes, Madam. 

L. Man. [Afide.) Jam reſolv'd to encourage her in 
this Deſign, becauſe it forwards my Revenge upon Mr. 
Longville, for ſlighting the Advances I made him. — | 
Well, my Dear, while you are purſuing this Affair, III 
take care to diſpatch your Brother Johnny; when he is 
once diſpos'd of, let me alone to manage the Eſtate ; the 
furdy Oaks ſhall bow their Head, I'll make em know 
their Miſtreſs. [Exit. 


Re-enter the Servant to Leo. 


Leo. Have you my Letter ? 

Ser. Yes, Madam. 

Leo. Go to Locket's, and ſend it up to my Lord Love- 
more by a Waiter : If my Lord queſtions you about it, 
face him down you bid the Fellow give it to Mr. Long- 
ville. [Exit Ser.) I think my Project cannot fail: 
For by my Lord's Reſentment, or Olivia's Jealouſy, any 
Way my Ends are anſwered : It has al! the various Mo- 
tions of a Clock, and points me to the Day, the Hour, 


| tay the very Minute of Revenge. [Exit. 


The Scene changes to Locket', : Lord Love- 
more, Longville, tbe Major, his Son, and 
a Gentleman-are Drinking at a Table. 


Maj. CY my Lord, you are not merry : I am 


ſure Charles is a very honeſt Fellow : But 

you don't look as if you were heartily reconcil'd to him: 

Pox o theſe handſome young Jades, they are good tor 
nothing but to put People out of Humour. 

L. Lev. You miftake me, Sir, I am very merry: 

And 
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And to fatisfy you that I am not out of Humour, pray 
Sir, lend me the Flask! Come, Sir, (e Lon.) to a right 
Underſtanding between us. 

Lon. I thank you, my Lord : I don't like this Cere- 
mony. 


Eater a Waiter, arith Olivia's Shwant at the Deor. 


Vait. Is Mr. Tengville here, Gentlemen? 

Lon. Ay | Who wou'd ſpeak with me? 

Wait. A Footman waits at the Door, Sir. 

Foot. Sir, I have a Letter for you. 

Ten. Ila! From Olivia | [Read] um !—um Le, 
me fee you at N. Siam's in half an Hour Humh ! 
How comes {he to fancy that Place—Um '—Um !— 
Fail not, as yon prize the Quiet of your Olivia 
So kind! This is fortunate ! If I can perſuade her in 
this Humour to make me ſome Acknowledgment before 
my Lord : Sure ! 'That muſt convince him of my Inno- 
cence. ¶ He whiſpers the Footman, «who goes out.] Gen- 
tlemen, I muſt ask your Pardon : I have a little ut- 
gent Buſineſs fallen out! And now, my Lord, I 
propoſe in leſs than an Hour, to give you the Satisfaction 
I promis'd you. 

L. Low. Where ſhall I find you? 

Lon. If you pleaſe, my Lord, at my own Houſe. 


L. Lon. I'Il not fail. [ Walks apart. 
Ton. Come, Gentlemen, I'll make the Veniſon mine, 
There! [Throws down two Guineas, 


V. Ra. O fye ! Charles ! Your Club is not half this, 
by no means. 

Maj. Let's ſee ! let fee ! [ Kuni em out of Y. Ra. 
Hand.) What is't? Two Guineas ! Odsheart, this is 
too much of all Conſcience ! Why ! What doſt thou mean? 

Len. Gentlemen, I brought you hither ! 

Maj. ( Paufing ) Well !—a— Tl pay your Club, 
Charles : Don't forget to ask me for the Overplus. 

[Puts 'em into his Packet. 
Y. Ra. 
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v. Ra. Humh ! If he does, Sir, you will put him in 
mind on't, I ſuppoſe. 

Maj. Why what's that to you, Sawce ! What have 

to ſay to it ? 

Y. Ra. Nay, Sir, nothing at all, not I : The Guineas 
are good Guineas, and in my Opinion, they are in very 
good Hands too. 

Maj. What you have a mind to finger 'em, have you? 
Braſs! Humh! 

Y. Ra. No, Sir, I ſeldom meddle under five Hun- 
dred. 

Maj. Odfo ! that's true, my little Facky ! Charles ! 
the Five Hundred Pound, you forgot that, my dear 


Lon. I ask your Pardon, Major : But I have left it 
below. (To a Waiter.] Bid your Maſter ſend me up 
that Money I gave him. (Exit Waiter. 
V. Ra. Pſhah ! you need not give yourſelf that 
Trouble, Charles, I have no great Occaſion for it now. 
Maj. Humh ! That's true again, my little Facky / 
But you know a Body wou'd be ſure tis ſafe ! Humh ! 


The Waiter returns, and gives the Money to Longville. 


Lon. [To the Gent.) Dear Ned, I muſt engage you to 
be Truſtee : If the Major won't come to Compoſition, 
keep it till I ſee you again : My Lord, your humble 
Servant, Gentlemen I am yours. 

Maj. O, that's well! but prithee Ned, let's ſee, if 
it be right, my dear Boy. 


Offering to take it from the Gent, Y. Ra. pulls him 
by the Sleeve. 


Y. Ra. Hark you, Sir! I am conſidering what will 
be my beſt Way to diſpoſe of this Money. 


Maj. Humh ! Diſpoſe of it, didit thou fay ! New- 
gate Humh ! 


Y. Rs. 
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Y. Ra. Ay, Sir, for you know theſe are very good 
Times to improve Ready-Money in ! 

Maj. Ay, and Impudence too, my little Facky : 
For now a-days, if a Man have but a good brazen Face, 
it does not ſignify whether he has any Money in his 
Pocket, or no. 

V. Ra. Why, therefore, Sir, I confider'd, twas no 
great Matter how little you carried about you. 

Maj. It's a good Lad! Hark you! Facky ! ——— 
Was you never out of Countenance ? 

Y. Ra. Humh ! Yes, Sir, for you ſometimes, as laſt 
Night, when you cheated me of my Fifty Guineas, 

Maj. That Face will get the Dog an Eſtate in 
time. Well ! then thou haſt a Mind to im- 
prove this Money, Facky ? 

Y. Ra. Ay, Sir, if you wou'd but put me into a 
Way. 

Maj. Why fo, I will, my little Facky, III tell thee 
what thou ſhalt do with it preſently, let's ſee ! what is 
it all in Gold | 

[ [Offering towards it, Y. Ra. fleps before him. 


V. Ra. ©! you need not trouble yourſelf to look | 


upon it, Sir, it's all Gold to my Knowledge. 

Gent. Come | Faith Major, to make an end of the 
Buſineſs, you ſhall ev'n divide it ; that is, give your 
Son one half in hand, and (as a careful Father ought) 
lay up the other, till his Occafions call for it. 

Maj. Ay! That is, give him all, and take the 
reſt to myſelf ! Why really, if it were not for a little 
Scandal, a Sharper is a very gecd Trade, I ſee. 

V. Ra. What's that you ſay, Sir? Dammee! A 
Sharper ! I ſuppoſe, you have a Mind to tilt for it ? 

Maj. I ſhou'd make a very poor Dog of thee, Jah, 
if it were to be decided that Way : That's a good Look, 
however. [ Ajide. 

V. Ra. If you think fo, Sir, I wou'd have you try. 

Maj. Say'it thou fo, my little Facky ? wich 2 
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Heart Odsbud, I have a Trick to over-reach the 
Dog. [Af] Look ye, Ned! lay the Money fairly 
pon the Table. Now draw, Facky, Scabbard and 
all, my dear Boy: For I wou'd not willingly thruſt a 
Sword into my own Bowels. Tl only ſhew thee what 
old Fack cou'd do upon Occafion ; Judgment, my Lord. 

L. Lov. How now, Major, what Fencing upon a full 
Stomach ? | 

Y. Ra. Only exchanging a Thruſt or two, my Lord, 
for a little Money. 

Maj. Ay! ay! for every Thruſt I receive, thou ſhalt 
have an hundred Pounds, Facky ; but if I difarm thee, 
not one Farthing. 

Y. Ra. Done ! Sir. 

Maj. Done! my little Fachky. 

Gent Well! Gentlemen, are you agreed ? Shall it be 
decided this Way ? 

Y. Ra. 1 & ay ! Sir, we are agreed ! Come, old 
Gentleman 

Maj. Look you, my Lord ! here's my Guard ! here I 
und! and there's my Hat. [Throws it by ) Are you 
ready, Tacky ? 

Y. Ra. Ay, Sir! come on! 

Maj. And there's my Wig, you Dog. 

[ Flings it in his Face, and diſarms him. 

Y. Ra. S'death and Hell ! Sir! you don't think I'll 
uke this ? 

[The Major draws his Sword, and ſeizes the Money. 
Maj. Tum! tum! dum, Oc. [Sings careleſſy. 
V. Ra. Dammee ! Sir, I expect fair Play for the 

Money. 

Maj. Tum ! tum ! dum. 

[Keeping him off with his Sexord, 

Y. Ra. Judgment ! Gentlemen, is this fair ? 

L. Lov. Faith, Fack, all that I can ſay to the Buſineſs 
that the old Gentleman has been too hard for thee. 

Cent. Nay, you were diſarm'd, that's certain. 

Maj. 
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Maj. ¶ Loading his Son in the Face] Tum! tum 
dum ! Oc. [ Pockets the 

Y. Ra. Here! Waiter, what's to pay ? [Out of Humoxy. 

Maj. A Bull here for the Gentleman ! Sir, my hum- 
ble Service to you. 

Y. Ra. Sir; I don't care for Drinking. 


Enter a Waiter, with a Bill and a Letter. 


Wait. Here's a Letter for your Lordſhip. 

L. Lov. Who brought it ? 

Wait. A Footman below, my Lord. 

L. Lov. Bid him ſtay. [Exit L. Loy. 

Maj. Here, you, ſtay and take your Reckoning ; ; 
whoſe Money's this? 

Gen. It's my Lord Lovemore's, Sir, and there's mine. 

Maj. Why how now, Tach? What, melancholy! [ 
find thou art a true Exgliſman, always dull at the Pay- 
ment of a Reckoning Well! Hang-dog, in Con- 
ſideration of ſome late Misfortunes, I don't much care if 
I treat thee To-day.—— There. [Exit Waiter, 
Tum ! tum! dum [ Going aba finging. 

Y. Ra. So! I find he is reſolv'd to carry off the Mo- 
ney ! S'death, PN try if I can bully him into Compo- 
ſition : Hark you, Sir, if you are not in extraor- 
dinary haſte, may I beg the Favour to know whither you 
are a going? 

Maj. Why do'ſt thou ask, my dear Smock-face ? 

Y. Ra. Becauſe, Sir, I have ſome Reaſon to believe it 
may be to my Lady Manlowve's; and let me tell you, Sir, 
it won't be convenient: For I am going thither. | Surlih. 

Maj. [Paufing.) Haſt thou nothing elle to fay to me ? 
Braſs! Humh'! 

Y. Ra. If you do go, Sir, perhaps you may pen it: 
For in plain Terms -l ſhall not care to ſe you 

Maj. Very good 

Y. Ra. You will diſturb us, O47 , nmmnnn——__ 


Maj. 
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Maj. Diſturb you! Humh ! 

v. Ra. Then I ſhall grow angry, Sir. 

Maj. Shalt thou ' 

v. Ra. I hear, Sir, you make Pretences there. 

Maj. Do'tt thou! 

Y. Ra. And I adviſe you, as a Friend, to give 'em o'er. 

Maj. [ Paufmng.] Say no more, my little Facky. [ Going. 

v. Ra, Sir, I have a great deal more to fay. [Stays him. 

Maj. Say it. | 

Y. Ra, Why then, Sir, I won't bear a Rival in my 
Love. 

Maj. Is this all? Is this all? you dear bluſhing Rogue 
you ? | [Pinching his Cheek. 

Y. Ra. In ſhort, Sir, I find your good Nature, and my 
Fortune are fo very low, that I am reſolv'd to marry 
ter. | 

Maj. To marry her! very good Now, but upon 
Condition, I will give thee back this five hundred Pounds, 
thou wilt renounce all Claim to her; is not it ſo, my 
little J acky ? Come! ſpeak, you dear Rogue. 

V. Ra. Why, look you, Sir, in Conſideration, that you 
we my Father, and a Gentleman, that I have a 
Kindneſs for, make it a thouſand Pounds, and I'll have 
w more to ſay to her. 

Maj. A thouſand Pounds, my little Jacks —— Wilt 
thou bate me nothing 

Y. Ra. I am always at a Word, Sir. 

Maj. At a Word, my little Facky ! Nay, then, for a 
quet Life, d'ye ſee, I will give thee——— will give 
ter let me ſee ! What ſhall I give thee ? 


[ll give thee ! I will give thee — [Pauαν. The Devil a 
broat, my little Facky. [Exit Maj. u Gent. 


Y. Ra. So! Now may I go hang myſelſ:—S'death! is 
dere no way to be reveng'd of this ad Fellow? Ha !— 
Igad, my Lady Manlove has given me Encouragement ! 


ter Jonizurg's worth two thouſand 
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ſide the Guardianſhip of her Son. Let me ſee ! Here's 
Revenge, a good Eſtate, Marriage, and an old Woman 
all together in one Diſh : Now to conſult my Stomach x 
little! Revenge is a pretty hollow Bit, that's the Truth 
on't ; and two thouſand Pounds a Year is well enough for 
4 Fellow to piddle upon: But then agen, Mar. 
riage is Hell, and an old Woman the Devil. 
Humh ! Egad, and ſo is any Woman after a Month; 
Poſſeſſion. Pox on't, Il ev'n humour my good F ortune, 
and purſue her ; and fo, dear Daddy, look to your Hits : 
Old ! why ſo much the better! wou'd ſhe were Fourſcore 
For, Egad, upon ſecond "Thoughts, when a Man is to be 
noos d, who the Devil wou'd complain to be ty'd up in a 
rotten Halter. [Exit, 


Re-enter Lord Lovemore, with the Letter open. 


L. Lov. Confufion ! Is this the Proof he gives me of 
his Innocence? But I'Il not leave a Thought unſatisfied. 
Here! Waiter. 


Enter a Watter. 


Where's the Fellow that brought this Letter? 
Wait. He is here, my Lord. 


Enter Leonora's Servant. 


L. Lov. Come hither, Friend; to whom had you Or- 
ders to give this Letter ? 

Serv. What Letter, my Lord? 

L. Lov. Why this Letter from your Lady. 

Serv. O dear, I brought a Letter to Mr. Longville, 1 
hope your Lordſhip bas not open'd it. 
L. Low. This Fellow told me, twas for me. 

Serv. O Lord, I am undone ! As I hope to be fav'd, 
my Lord, I only ask'd if your Lordſhip was here : Be- 
cauſe my Lady charg'd me not to give it Mr. Longvill 
before your Lordſhip : Why did not I bid you give the 
Letter to Mr, Longville ? [To the 1 * 
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Wait. ee I underſſood him 
your Lordſhip. 

Serv. Odear! I ſhall be turn'd away ! Pray, my 
Lord, let me have the Letter again, Pl] try to ſeal it! O! 
| am ruin'd ; what ſhall I do? 

L. Lov. Fear not, I will take care of thee, it requires 
no Anſwer. [Excunt.] Ha! There's yet another Proof 
| behind, ſhe tells him bere ſhe will meet him at Mrs. 
„Fam, according to his firſt Appointment, There will 
: I wait for him: If he keeps his Word! If! Why 
do I doubt it? Does not every Circumſtance convince 
me that he will? O, there is no Security in Man! Here 
night the World expect that I ſhou'd curſe my Stars, 
and raging, vow Revenge : But I (fo ſoft is my relent- 
ing Nature) cou'd weep to ſee how Men can damn them- 
ſelves : But what's impoſſible to Woman's Eyes? Had he 
not loy'd, he might have ſtill been honeſt : For he has 
given me Proof, in Danger and Diſtreſs, both of his 
Courage and Fidelity: But now, with one inſectious 
Glance of a reſiſtleſs Woman, his tainted Soul brealcs 
out in an ungrateful Villain, and a Coward. 


Men may a thouſand Ways their Virtne prove, 
Vet frill be count er feit, when touch'd with Love. 


[Exir, 
Or- | 


ACT 


2 


E 
The SCE NE, Lady Manlove*; Heuſe, 


Enter Lady Manlove, and Father Benedic. 


Adam, vat you tella me abote 
2 your Son, is one ver' glorieuſe 
Action: You fall avè your Re- 
vard in the toder Varle: For 
 ESVIEES) vidout doubte, de beſt vay to 
diſpoſe of your Shile, is to pote im in de vay to Heav'n. 

L. Man. Why truly, Father, I always had Inclination 
to the Church: But you muſt know, Sir, I found my Son 
Johnny had naturally a quick Wit, therefore I knew a 
good Education wou'd ſpoil my Deſign : Now, Sir, that 
nothing might be wanting on my Side, I have taken 
care to breed him at a private Country School ; and 
notwithſtanding the natural Dullneſs of his Maſter, I 
gave him a particular Charge to keep him in Ignorance : 
For I all along defign'd him for a Churchman. 

F. Ben. O! Dat is vel, Madam! Ma foy ! Some 
time d'Tgnorance in de Prieſtè is ver neceſlarie to ſupport 
de Cauſe of de Shurſh: Vor ven de Paiſant ſee dat de 
Prieſtè doe himſelof b'leive all de Myſterie of de Reli- 
gion, den de Paiſant vil b'leiva too. Bott ven de Priefie 
be Viſe Man, neider de Prieſtè nor de Paiſant beleiva 
noting at all. 

L. Man. Indeed, Father, 'tis a great Misfortune to 
the Church, that the wicked Laity can't be confin d 


from believing according to their erroneous Reaſon. 1 
A ; £ F. 
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F. Ben. O! you fay ver vel, Madam May ſoy, it 
uud be moch great deal better for de Shurſh, if dey 
hade no Raiſon at all! Vell! but Madame, vere is your 
Sone ? 

L. Man. He is malcing himſelf ready for his Journey : 
Pray, Sir, let me beg of you to uſe your utmolt Autho- 
rity : For, you'll find him a ſtubborn Creature, and very 
hard to be kept under. 

F. Ben. Me warr” Madame ! lette me alone, lette 
me alone, 

L. Man. Really, Sir, I am almoſt aſham'd to give 
you all this T'rouble ! Pray, accept of theſe Fifty Pieces, 
as an Earneſt of my Acknowledgments. 

F. Ben. Ah! Fi! Madame, de Shurch no take de 


L. Man. Nay, dear Sir, I won't be refus'd. 

F. Ben. Umh ! Vell! Madame, if you pleaſe mee 
vill byy your Sone ſome Booka. [Takes the Purſe.} Vere 
is he, Madame, vere is he ? 

L. Max. Putting on his Boots below, Sir: The 
young Rogue is ſo fond of being on Horſeback, tha: 
nothing will ſerve him but riding Poſt to Harwich. 

F. Ben. Dat is vell, Madame, me vill go putte on 
my Boota too. 

L. Mar. Dear Sir, 1 am afraid, that riding fo lard 
will diſcompoſe you. 

F. Ben. O! Madame ! Tote at all! Ven de Prieſte 
doe undertake to promote de Cauſe of de Shurſh, he 
aways goe vip and ſpur, vip and ſpur, like de 
Diable. Adieu, Madame. [Exeunt ſeveral. 


Enter Maſs Joh nny, ready dreſs'd for his Tourney, and 
Lettice following him in Tears. 


M. Fo. What doeſt thee dangle after me for ? 
Lett. Well, Squire, I knew the Time, when you 


wy ha been glad that I wou'd ha” follow'd you: But 


now you never lov'd me. LCriæ. 
D 3 NM. To. 
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M. 70. It's a Lie I did love you, fo I did 
and fo I do ſtill. | 

Lett. And can you have the Heart to leave me then: 

M. Jo. Remember the back Cloſet up two Pair of Stairs, 
young Gentlewoman ———— Yaah ! you cou'd ſquall 
lowder then, when I did but offer to fee, whether you 
garter'd above Knee, or no. 

Let. Why, I don't garter above Knee, you may feel 
here then ? [ Sobbing, 

M. 7e. What do I care I won't feel there, I'll feel 
which way I pleaſe, or I won't ſtay. 

Let. No, Squire! You are miſtaken in me, I am not 
ſuch a one neither; I'll die before I'll be your Whore. 

M. Je. And I will be hang'd, before I will be your 
Fool Why, Dick why doit not get the Horſe, 
ready ? : 

Let. You ſhall not leave me then. [She hangs upon 
his Arm.) If you will ſtay, I will be kinder to you: 
Do but try me, till To-morrow : 1 won't cry out no 
more, indeed now: You ſhall tie my Garter where 
you pleaſe, if you won't go. 

M. Fo. Will you let's buis you then ? L Surlih. 

Let. Ves! in a civil way. [ Kies ber. 

M. Jo. Well! But will you promiſe to love me now ? 
and be free with a Body ? 

Let. I'll love you, as long as I live, if you won't 
leave me, (Cries. 
M. Fo. Well! well! what do you whawle for? 

Let. I am ſure, twou'd break my Heart to pait 
with you! Pray, dear Squire, don't go 

M. 7e. What d'ye keep ſuch a Baaling for ? I tell 
you, I won't go. Let's buſs you again. 


Lady Manlove ſeeing them, ſfops at the Door. 


L. Mer. What's here? my young Rogue, and that 


impudent Quean in cloſe Conferencc ? —_— I ob- 


ſerve them. 


M. 7. 
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: M. Fo. But will you promiſe to marry me to Day, if 
[ won't go? | 

L. Man. So! [ Afede. 
, | Let. Marry you! ay ! Poor Fool ! You may be ſure 
1 ont. [A/ide.] But won't you forſake me then, and uſe 


K me ill? 
M. 7o. I tell you, I won't uſe you ill, you Fool you. 
I L. Man. O! I hawt Patience, the Rogue's juſt ruin- 


ing my Deſign ! 


Why, how now, Sirrah ! what 


1 are you doing there? and you, Mrs. Flirt, Pl teach 
you to debauch my Son ! I will, you ſtinking Jade you. 
t M. 7e. What d'ce ilrike her far, Mother? what d'ee 
trie her far ? You ſhan't ſtrike her no more. 
r [ Interpeſing- 
8 L. Ma. How ! Sirrah ! ſhall not ſtrike her! you 
1 fawcy Rogue! I will fell you to the Ground. 
” M. Fo. Wu'll yee ? Pll try that [He holds 
: ber Handi. Now ſtrike me to the Ground ? Can't 
0 you ? let's ſee you ſtrike me now? [ They ftraggle. 
e f Le. [Aide] What an unfortunate Diſcovery was 


this ? to be caught juſt as we had agreed upon Articles: 
. But however, I don't fear him, for I know he will mar- 
r. ry me now, if it be only to contradict his Mother 
f Dear Squire, don't anger my Lady fo ! Pray, Sir, 


let go. 
t M. Fo. Why, if ſhe will be quiet, with all my 
. Heart. I don't meddle witli her. [ Lets go his hold. 
I. Man. O! O! the Rogue has ſprain'd my Arms, 


ut I ſhall not be able to ſtir them this Twelve-month. 
Let. J am glad to hear that; then, I ſhall have a 
ell Ceſſation of Double-Fiſts this Twelve-Month. 

M. Je. Look you, Mother, I am ſorry ſor't, I did 
not deſign you no harm, not I: But why ſhou'd you 
offer to itrike the poor Girl ſo ? 

L. Man. Sirrah, what's that to you, how dare you 
luſtify her? 

M. 7e. Why, may be, I have a Kindneſs for her, 
0. 1 what 


* 
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what then ! and look ye, Mother, to tel! You the 
Truth, indeed, I do think you ought to be acquainted 
with the Buſineſs ; you muſt know, I 1 defign to 
marry her. 

L. Man. And Care you tell me this to my Face 
Sirrah ? 

M. Fo. Why, how ſhou'd I tell it you behind your 
Back. 

L. Mau. Sirrah | how dare you think of ſuch a 
Thing ? You Jackanapes ! 

M. Fo. Don't ce caal me Names, Mother; Don't ce 
caal me Names: But if I do think on't, how can I help 
it? And pray, why ſhou'd not I think on't as well 
as you ? I ſuppoſe you thought of a Husband, and why 
ſhou'd not I think of a Wife ? You have had your Swinge 
already! Icod my Vather was noa Flincher, was not 
I born of your Body pray, and why ſhou'd not I get 
ſome Body upon ſome- Body elſe's Body? 

L. Man. Was ever heard ſuch Impudence ! Sirrah ! 
I ſhall turn over a new Leaf with you : Your Governor 
ſhall know what a wicked Rogue you are! I'll make 
him fley your Back. ſide for you! 

M. Fo. I don't believe you will! Icod, an' he med- 
dles with me, I may chance to lay him upon his Back : 
He fley my Backſide! He! Kiſs—won't he? 

L. Man. So, Sir! this is very fine Language 

M. Fo. Lettice, do you ſlip away into my Chamber, 
and I will come to you preſently — [ Exit Lettice, 


Enter Father Benedic booted, &c. 


L. Man. O Father! I am glad you are come, your 
Pupil here, my Son Johnny, has been making Love 10 
one of my impudent Maids, tells me to my Face, he 
will marry her, he won't go his Journey, not he 

F. Ben. Letta me alone; letta me alone; Come, 
come, Madam, tis bettre to give him de good vard 1 

ow 
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How you do, young Gentleman ; o you do? me fall 
de ver glade to ave de care of you. 


M. Jo. Ay, and you had beſt have a Care of me. 
F. Ben. You no feara dat; Dat is ver” vell : Now, 


you be one good Shue. [Paps him on the Head. 


M. Fo. What d'yee tap me oth' Head for. [Surlily. 
F. Ben. O! me lofe you, Maitre Feanny, me loſe 
you. | F Chucks his Chin. 

M. Jo. Let my Chin alone wu'll yee ? 

[Strikes away his Hand. 

F. Ben. Vat you mean! ſtrikea mee! Vat you mean? 
me fall 'ave de Vip for you. 

M. Fo. Who's that you will have the Whip for, you 
Loggerhead you? Who will you have the Whip for, 
ha ! [ Doubling his Fift. 

F. Ben. Loggerhate ! Jernie Bleu! Vat is dat 
Loggerhate ? 

M. Jo. You may go look ! it's ſuch a Fool as you 
are 


F. Ben De Fool! a ha! me onderſtanda dat ver” 


| well! you calla mee de Fool! Humh! 


M. 7o. Why don't you hear I do, Dunderpate ? 
F. Ben. Dunderpate ! Je vous Prie, Madame, vat 
sdat Dunderpate ? 


L. Man. O! a very ſcurrilous Name, wort you break 


his Head for't ? 


F. Ben. O!] letta me alone, Madame : Ecoutes, 
Maitre Jeanny: Vat vill you ſay, if vor de Loggerhate, 
ror de Fool, and vor de Dunderpate, me fall give you 
me, two, tree Slaps of d' Shops, Maitre Feanny, 
Humh? . 

M. Je. Why, I fay if you give me ſuch another 
Word, I may chance to wipe you crafs the Jaws ? 

F. Ber. Ver” vell! vere is de Reverance you ave vor 
ny Perſonne ? 


M. Je. O Lord, Sir ! I do Sir-reverence your 
lerſon. 
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F. Ben. — Gon 25 — aska 
me de Pardonne. 

M. Jo. Ask your Pardon, for what? for What 
Can you tell, you Owl you ? Ask your Pardon Here, 
give the poor Boy his Hat ! There! Now I ak 
your Pardon 
[He frites off his Hat and Perriwig, and diſcovers the 

Circle upon the Prieſt's Head. 

M. Fo. Staring upon him.) A hey ! What a dicken 
have we got here ? 

F. Ben. Ah! Que Grande Malhcure! vat fall me 
doe? Il a Decouver in a Couronne. 

L. Man. Undone! ruin'd ! I ſhall never get the 
Rogue to go now. 

M. Je. [7 F. Ben. J Pray, Sir, what Trade ar 
you ? 

L. Mar. He is no Trade, Sirrah : But a civil ſober 
Gentleman, that I have prevail'd with to be your 
Governor. 

M. Fo. He my Governor! What, to make a Pa- 
piſh of me? Look you, Mother, as for Religion dye 
ſee, truly—— I can't well fay what I am of : But 
Icod, this I know, that I won't be a Papith ; it's a hard 
Caſe, if a Man muſt go to the Devil, he ſhan't take out 
his Sins in what fort of Wickedneſs he pleaſes : For my 
Part, I'll e'en go the Way of the Fleſh ; I am refolvd 
the Spirit ſhall not carry me, *Icod I won't be Prieft- 
ridden thither : Not, but I believe this ſame Gentleman 
knows the Road as well as a Dover Poſt-horie : But I am 
not ſo hot upon that Journey, and fo I will pull off my 
Boots, dee ſee. Tall! lall! lall! 

[He fits down to pull off his Boots, and fings- 

L. Man. You impudent young Raſcal ! How dare 
you offer to pull off your Cloaths ? Sirrah ! TII have 
your Bones broken, Tl make you change your Tune. 

M. Je. No! you ſhan't! Tall, lall, all: 


L. Man, 
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L. Man. You ſawcy Rogue ! do you laugh in my Face ! 
L Il whip your Eyes out. 


[She offers to rake F. Benedic's Whip. 
: F. Ben. No trouble yourſelf,, Madame ! letta me 
hy alone [To NM. Jo.] Alloons! pote on your 
k | pore, Maitre Jay / 
M. Fo. [ Looking in his Face.) Tall, lall, lall ! 

he F. Ber. Vat is dat ta, la, la, Ia! Me fay, pote on 

your Boote [Smacks his Whip, 
2 M. Fo. Ay, it's no matter for that, I won't change 

my Tune ! Pall, lall, lall. 
4 L. Man. Hold Father, don't be too ſevere : I find 

there is no dealing with him ; we muſt even try what 
he fair Words will do. 
* F. Bern. May Foy! Madame — me beleiva dat is de | 

beſt vay. | 
1 L. Man. Johnny My dear Johnny, don't be fo wil i 
_ ful ! Prithee mind what I fay to thee. | 


M. Je. Why ay, Mother, now your Note's aker'd 
pa- dye ſee, I don't care if I do change my Tune. 
L. Man. Now, thou art a dear Child ! Come, that's | 
vas | BY good Boy, prithee put on my Boots again; ſee ! | 
or Here's Money for thee : Thou ſhalt have every Thing 

thou canſt ask for. . 

an M. 7o. [Afide.] Say you fo : Icod, then I'll ſerve you 
MY } a rare Trick: That Money will buy Lettice a pure 
Topping to her Wedding Cloaths. Why, look you, 


el. | Mother ! Becauſe you give me good Words now, if - 
nn f you'll give me that Purſe, d'ye ſee! and make Vather 
0 } Baald Pate walk down Stairs, I will put them on 
my again. 

L. Man. But will you promiſe me to go your Jour- 
ings: ney too? 
— M. Fo. Pooh ! I will, I tell you. ——— Why, don't 
4 he go ? He fits upon the Floor to put en his Boots. 


L. Man. Dear Father, don't let us croſs him in this 
cod Humour: Pray, be gone. | 
Mar, | D 6 F. Ben, 
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F. Ben. Vid all mine art, Madame; Maitre Feamg, 
me be your ver humble Servant. [Ex, 

L. Man. Why doit thou fit upon the Floor, Johnny? 

M. Jo. Pooh! What does it ſignify Where; 
the Purſe, Mother ? 

L. Man. That's a good Child: Put on tother Boot, 
and thou ſhalt have it. 

M. Jo. Pſhah! Why, there 'tis von 
ſee what tis to be civil to a Body. — So! Now give's 
the Money. 

LW hile ſhe talks to him, he fleals a Gimlet out of bis 

Pocket, and faſtens her Gown to the Floor. 

L. Man. Well, but will you promiſe to get on Horſe- 
back, as ſoon as you have it ? 

M. Jo. What d'ye think I wou'd tell you a Lie, Mo- 
ther, and look you in the Face o this Manner: 

L. Man. Thats my dear Boy, there tis to do what 
thou wilt with. 

MN. Fo. [ Riſes, and pulls off his Boots again.) Tall, 
ll, lall! | ; 
LI. Man. How now ! What does the Fool mean? 

M. Jo. No Fool, no Fool, Mother. 

L. Man. You wicked Villain, Pl! ¶ Mering 
towards him, ſhe is held by her Gown.) Ha! What's 
here ! Hark you, Sirrah ! Rogue ! What's the Mean- 
ing of this ? 

M. Jo. Why, that's becauſe you ſhou'd not follow 
me! Look you, Mother, always tie a mad Bull to a 
Stake ! tall, lall! and there's my Tune again for you 
now. Tall, lall, lall ! [Exit finging- 

L. Man. Was ever Woman plagu'd with ſuch a flub- 
born Raſcal ? What ſhall I do— { Endeawouring to free 
ber/elf.] O! how the Rogue has ramm'd it in 
Who's within there? If I live I'll be reveng'd ! Il 
marry the lewdeſt Fellow about Town; nay, the moſt 
notorious Rogue of a Lawyer, but Ill keep his Eftate 
from him. 


Enter 
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| Enter a Servant. . 

Serv. Major Rakib, Madam, and his Son defire to 
peak with you. 

L. Man. They cou'd not take me in a better Time, 
neither of them ſhall want Encouragement : Here, pal 
thee undo this. f 

Serv. O dear, Madam, this is Maſter Fobnny's Gim- 
let, I am ſure; it is the very ſame, that he tack'd 
Mrs. Trifle, and Parion Waggi/h together with. 

L. Man. Where is the Rogue ? did you ſee him ? 

Serv. Yes, Madam, he jult now put Mrs. Lettice in- 
to an Hackney-Coach. 

L. Man. And did he go with her? 

Serv. No, Madam, he is ſomewhere about the 
Houle. 

L. Man. If he offers to go out, be ſure you dog him, 
and bring Word immediately. Go, bid the 
Gentlemen walk up. 

Serv. They are here, Madam. Exit Servant. 


Enter the Najor, and Young Rakiſh. 


Maj. Madam, your moſt humble Servant: Ode bud 

It is a Month ſince I ki{'4 your Ladyſhip's Hands. 
[Offering toxvards her, J. Ra. fleps before him. 

Y. Ra. It's an Age, Madam, fince I did ; therefore, 

a a long abſent Lover, ought to do it firſt. 
| [Catches her Hand, 
L. Man. O dear, Sir, I'll ſwear you hurt me. 

Y. Ra. Can there be Harm in ſuch a tender Graſp of 
Love? Madam, your raging Charms, bound like a 
rowling Deluge der my Soul, and choak me with Ex- 
ceſs of Paſſion ! Ah ! the very Pangs of Death are on 
me, I beat and ftruggle like a drowning Wretch for Life, 
and theſe my laſt Convulſions. 

Maj. Humh ! [ Afade. 

L. Mar. [Ade] Well, I really believe I might have 

Satit- 
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SatisfaQtion enough in ſuch a Husband, without confi- 
dering the Pleaſure of Revenge. 

V. Ra. [To May.] Will you make it a Thouſand 
Pound, Sir ? 

Maj. Oones, you Dcg, I'll lay your Head upon both 
your Shoulders. Lat to V. Rakiſh. 

Y. Ra. [Turning quick to L. Man.] O, take me to 
that healing Bolom ; wrap me in the warm Folds of 
Love; feed me with the balmy Sweets, that flouriſh 
there; give me new Liſe, and nurſe me to an Infant 
Dotage. 

L. Man. [A4jide.] O! 1 ſhall faint, I am not able to 
contain mylelf ! 

Maj. [Softly to J. Rak.] Facky, thou ſhalt have an 
hundred Guineas, prithee, let her alone, my dear 
Boy. 

V. Ra. {Starting back, he joſiles the Maj.] Where am 
T ? Sure, 'tis Elyſium ! For mortal Fleih cou'd never feed 
ſo high; I ſurfeit with Delight ; my Soul's all over Bli; 
my raviſh'd Senſes ake with Pleaſure, and I grow faint 
with gazing. [ Throws bim on her Beſn. 

L. Man. O, I die! Idie'! [ Afede. 

Maj. Tacky, my dear Jacky, thou ſhalt have five 
Hundred Pound. 

Y. Ra. Thus let us ever live ; thus bleſt with cne 
perpetual Round of circling Pleaſure ; {ill fainting with 
Exceſ of Love, and waking fill to new reviving [oys. 

Maj. Ounds, how the Rogue has diſtolv'd her ? 

Y. Ra. You ſce, Sir, what Poſture my Affairs are in: 
Nething but a Thouſand Pound can forbid the Banns. 

Maj. Say'ſt thou fo, my little Zacky ? [Steps betaueen 
them, and draws.) Then there lies your Way; down 
Stairs, Dog : Go, get you gone, Sirrah. 

L. Man. Ah, for Hcav'n's Sake, what do you men? 

[ Holds the Mayer. 

V. Ra. O, don't be frighted, Madam, I'll tell you the 

Buſineſ You maſt know, Madam, there is a Fr 
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Lady here in the Pall mall, of a prodigious Fortune, 
whom it ſeems my Father here, poſitively deſigns I ſhall 
marry, or he will diſinherit me; and fo let him, Madam, 
if he pleaſes: For my Part, I confeſs my Soul, and Blood, 
Madam, are entirely devoted to your Ladyſhip; and it 
I were die upon the Spot, Madam, I ſolemnly declare, 
Madam, I wou'd not renounce one 'l ittle of that eternal 
Paſſion I have avow'd for your Ladyſhip's moſt indelible 
PerfeQions. [ Boxvs, and ogles her. 

Maj. Umh [ Haniſb d. 

L. Man. O fye ! Sir, This is moſt inhuman, to force 
your only Son to marry one he can't love : Come, Sir, 
for my Sake, ſpare him : Pray put up your Sword. 

Maj. Well, Madam, for your Sake, d'ye fee, —I 
will ſheath my Indignation : But by the Pleaſure of 
Drinking, all this is a more notorious Lie than ever 
came out of the Mouth of an Vi Evidence: — But now, 
Madam, to the Buſineſs I came for : Look you, Madam, 
if you and I make a Maich, d'ye ſee; you mutt expect 
every ten Months for the firſt ſeven Years, Twins, 
Madam, I always get Twins=——"T hat Whelp's a 
Twin, Madam, and the Product of my Juvenile Re- 
creations. 


Leung Rakiſh all this 2:/ile makes Love in dumb She to 
behind the Major's Back.)] 


L. Man. Let me die! But this is irrefiſtiblyperſuaſive. 

Maj. I am very proud, Madam, your Ladyſhip likes 
what I ſay to you. 

L. Man. Well, I ſwear, Sir, you have ſuch a Way— 
and ſuch a Scn. 

Maj. Madam, I have a thouſand Pounds a Year clear 
Eftate ; no Children in the World but th's Boy here, I 
ſhall drink him dead in a Fortnight, and then, Madam, 
aſter my Death, the thouſand Pounds a Year's your own 
for ever: How fay you, Madam, how do you like 
of it? 

L. Man. 
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L. Man. Ay, Sir, but now let me hear your Som 
Propoſals. 

Maj. Pſhah ! a Beggar ! a poor Dog, Madam. 

Y. Ra. Madam, 'tis true, I have not one Groat in 
the World, have no Hopes of any Thing: For the very 
Moment that I marry you, I am ſure to be diſinherited: 
Madam, as a Friend, I beg you to believe this true, 
for I cou'd ſooner die, than cheat you with a pretended 
Fortune. [ Knee/s.) But if the raging Violence of an 
humble Paſſion has any Merit in the Eyes of Virtue, 
then ſtrow your Pity here, and raiſe me with a kind re- 
viving Hope. 

Maj. What a Tongue the Dog has! [ Afide: 

L. Man. O dear, Sir, pray riſe. 

Maj. Pſnah, Madam, Words; Words; mere Air; 
odsbud, I have an Argument in my Pocket, that uſes to 
convince a Woman ſooner than all the poetical Raptures 
in Chriſtendom. Look you, Madam, the only certain 
Proof of a Lover's Paſſion is, when he parts with his 
Money: [Takes out 4 Purſe.) Therefore, as an Earneſt 
of my Aſtection, give me leave to lay this five hundred 
Pound at your Feet. 

V. Ra. Which when you marry, Sir, you know, 
will be your own again. 

Maj. Hold your Peace, Sirrah : There, Madam, 
diſpoſe of it as you pleaſe. [Gives it into her Hand. 

L. Man. O dear, Major, this is an extravagant Piece 
of Gallantry ! Jeſu! How heavy it is Pray, 
Sir, do me the Favour to hold it for me: [Give it V. Ra. 

Y. Ra. [ Leeriug upon the Major. ] —— — Tum 
tum! dum [ Sings, and walks about. 

Maj. I muſt murder the Dog! 1 muſt murder him. 
[ 4/ide.) Oones! Madam! I cou'd have held it for you. 

Y. Ra. [Afide.) But not fo faſt, as I ſhall— Tum 
tum! dum 
Maj. I was in hopes, Madam, you wou'd have made 
à better Uſe of the Money! | 


L. Man. 
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L. Man. O dear, Sir, can I expreſs my Concern for 
you, a better Way, than by being kind to your Chil- 
dren? 

Maj. Ay, Madam, but not to my Rival. 

Y. Ra. Ha! Igad, a good Thought comes into my 
Head : Look you, Sir, if you'll give me leave to ſpeak 
a Word or two in private with this Lady, I will imme- 
diately convince you, that in her diſpoſing of this Money 
ſhe has had no other Conſideration than your Intereſt. 

L. Man. What can he mean ? [ Liide. 

Maj. Why this might be done, Jacky, if I cou'd 
but perſuade myſelf to truſt thee. 

V. Ra. Why, Sir, ycu ſhall not truſt me out of your 
Sight. | 

Maj. Humh ! fay' thou fo, my little Tach? Nay, 
then I do give thee leave. 

Y. Ra. Madam, if you pleaſe 

[Takes her to one Side 0'the Stage. 


Euter Ma/s Johnny behind. 

M. Fo. So! Lettice is ſafe enough now, and Icod 
kt um lock me up an' they can. Hey day! who 
have we here -I find my Mother has a Colt's Tooth 
left yet, I warrant theſe are a couple of Suitors now )? 
Tod, I will put in with um. Sir, your Servant: 
[Þ the Major.] What don't ee know me ? 

Maj. Know thee ? Prithee who art thou ? 

M. Jo. Who bee I— why I bee I bee 
Icod I don't know what to tell kim, not I why 
I be Mother's Zon, don't 'ee zee what I bee. 

Maj. Ay, my dear Lad, I ſee very plainly what thou 
art, but want to know who thou art. Who is thy 
Father, Child ? 

M. J. Who? ——T have ne'er a Vather at all 
But, I believe I ſhall have ſhortly : For I fee my Mo- 
ther there is providing for herſelf. 

Maj. How ! thy Mether? What! is thy Name 
Johnny ? M. Fa 
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XI. Fo. May be it i What then. 
Maj. Why then very ſhortly thou wilt be my Son-in- 


aw. 

XI. Jo. May be not 
may be. 

Maj. Odsbud, you young Rogue, I'll buſs you into 
good Humorr. 

[The Major offers to kiſs him, and he ftrugęlis. 

XI. Fo. Let me alone, be quiet, wu'll yee? Yau 
ſna'nt buis me. [Ae him.) Ptah Site. 
What a Plague do you flaver ore ſo for? You my 
Vather-in-Law ? Ye:, to you ſhall ; * Icod L' do your Bu- 
ſineſs. 

L. Man. [Jo V. Ra.] Why really, Sir, if this be 
true, I muſt needs own he is a very ber barous Nan to 
nſe his only Son at this Rate: If you think I can ſerve 
you by farthering this innocent Revenge, Sir, you may 
command me. 

M. 7o. Hark you, Ncther. 

L. Man. O you wicked Rogue, are you there ? 

M. Fo. Lord, don't 'ee be angry, Mother, I come to 
tall: with you about Buſineſs. 

Y. Ra. O pray, Madam, give the Young Gentle- 
man leave to ſpeak, however. 

M. Jo. A geod fort of a civil Gentleman; I may 
chance to do him a Kindneſs for this; I'll aſſure you, 
Sir, I will, if I can. I am Good-Natur'd enough, 
when People are civil to me. 

L. Ma. Well, what have you to ſay, Sirrah ? 

M. Fo. Say,—why I underſtand that this Old Sol- 
dier here, is a Suitor to you, and to tell you the Truth, 
I don't like him: He is a ſtrange hurly-burly fort of a 
Man, he as buſs'd and flaverd me here, whether I 
wou'd or no, and has prickled my Face, till my Eyes 
are all of a Water. 


That's as I ſhall like you, 


L. Man. You ſawey Rogue, is this your Buſineſs ? 


Know then, Sirrah, that this Gentleman ſhall be your 
Father- 
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* Father-in Law, if he pleaſes: Come, Sir, if you dare 
| traſt yourſelf alone with me, I have ſomething to pro- 
| poſe to you from your Son, that very nearly concerns the 
i | Happineſs of us both ! 
' Maj. Odsbu'd! Madam, you over joy me! But has 
nat dear Dog put in a Word for me at laſt then? has 
. he ? Facky Thou dear Son of an happy Dog of a Fa 
tber: Buſs me, you Whelp, you dear Baitard buſs me— 
| Od! I will remember thee for this, my little Fact; 
Odsbud I Will! (Exit. with L. Nan. 

Y. Ra. I ſhall give you Cauſe I believe. 

M. Fo. Lord! Sir! How can you let him ſlaver 
vou ſo! Don't it make your Noſe tingle ! Odsfſh ! he 
is gone away with my Niother too !—Sha!l I fetch her 
back again, Sir? *Icod, an' you ſay the Word Ii 
x do'r. 

Y. Ra. No! no Squire let me alone, he will be lit- 
tle the better for't. A good fort of an impudent Face 
1 this Young Dog has, he may be uſeſul, I'll ſtrike in 
| with him. [ Afice. 
M. Fo. Pray, Sir, ben't you a Suitor to my Nlo- 
1 ther ? 
6 Y. Ra. Ay, Squire ! What do you think of me for 
2 Father-in-Law ? ö 1 

M. Fo. cod I like you very well! Better by half 14 
than that Old Soldier: What a Duce do you let him 
take her aſide ſo ſor? | 

Y. Ra. O! it's a Defign I have in my Head, Squire. 

M. Fo. Ay, Sir ; But do you know what Defign ſhe 
may have in her Head ? look you, Sir, I mean you 
well, I wu'd not have you truſt her too far neither, 
'Icod you don't know her, Sir, you don't know her. 

Y. Ra. Well! Squire, I am oblig'd to you for your 
1 good Nleaning, and in return will acquaint you with 
my Deſign upon that Old Soldier. 

M. Fo. Aye! 

Y. Ra. You muſt know ben. 
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M. 7o. But hark you, Sir; Pray by the way who is 
that Old Soldier. 

Y. Ra. Only my Father, Sir. 

NI. 72. Hoh! hoh! Icod then I fund vou care ro 
more for your Father, than I do for my Mother. Well, 
Sir, but pray go on. 

Y. Ra. About an Hour hence, Squire, I ſhall pri- 
vately marry your Mother, who in the mean time, by 
my Allowance, is to flatter the old Gentleman with the 
ſame Hopes, ard (to revenge a ſevere Quarrel I have 
to him) is to appoint him a Meeting ( jult when our 
Marriage is over) at a Friend's Houſe of mine, where 
I ſhall have a publick Opportunity to laugh at his Diſap- 
pointment, and invite him to my Wedding Supper. 


M. To. Icod, that's well enough ! O dear, Sir, fall. 


not I beg the Favour of you to get the Parſon to do me 
a ſmall Job tco? Od! I have a tight young Girl here 
- hard-by, that I have a main Mind to be married to! — 
Sir won't you {peak a Word to him to tack us toge- 
ther a little ? 

V. Ra. How, Squire! to tack you together! whom 
have you advis'd with in this Buſineſs? Who is it, you 
have a Mind to marry? Are you ſure ſhe is fit for a 
Wite? 

M. Jo. I don't know, Sir, but I am ſure ſhe is tit 
for an Husband. 

V. Ra. Ha! Igad! there can be no Harm in tying 
the young Rogue of a Slip-knot ! This was a lucky Dif- 
covery, ſomething may be made on't. [ Aſide.) Well! 
Squire, I'll do all I can to- ſerve you. 

M. 7o. O dear, Sir! I am mainly oblig'd to you. 

Y. Ra. Nay, I won't only lend you my Parſon, but 
my Money tco: Nay, my very Cloaths ; Igad, I will 
make a Gentleman of you. 

M. Fo. Wu'll ye, Sir! O law! [Owverjoyd.] 'Icad 
then my Mother ſhall make a Fool of me no * 
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dr, as I hope to be married, I had rather call you Va. 
* ther, that any Man in Curſendome. 
V. Ra. Pſhah! Pox! I'll be a Brother to the, Alan : 
[Hugs him.) Prithce call me honeſt Zack, we'll ſmoakæ, 
133 and roar, and take a Bottle together. 
M. Jo. Is your Name Jahn 7 why my Name's Jahn 
| too! Od:zcok; ! that's brave, honelt Jahn How is't, 
| boy ? Dammce. [ Struts. 
F. Ra. Why that's well faid, Boy! egad! thou 
| lvear't like a Gentleman already. Come, my lit- 
1 te Rake! Now let's take one cheering Flask before the 
| Parſon does his Buſineſs ; then get drunk, break Win- 
3 lows, maul the Watch, and bed our new-married Wives 
u the Round-houſc. 

M. Fo. Ho! Boys! God a marcy Brother -Father- in- 
Law. [Excunt. 
later Olivia, Emilia, and Leonora. Trifle putting or: 

her Had and Scarf. 

Ol. There you miſtake me, Madam, tis my Amaze- 
nent, not my Jealouſy, that brought me hither : I own 
Ido wonder why Mr. Longwi/le ſhou'd difappoint me: 
| Bat never can ſuſpect his Honour. Speak to her, Exi- 
ia, for I want Temper to conceal my Fears. [ide to Em. 

Lo. Call a Chair there. [To a Servant 
i Emi. Then you will go, Madam ? 

Le. I am preparing for it, Madam. 

Em. One ſerious Queſtion more, and I have done, 
Madam: Do you really expect to meet my Brother at 
Mrs. Siam's ? 

Leo. Jeſu! Madam, I can't imagine why you ſhou'd 
queſtion that, after this Lady has confeſs'd he has al- 
rady diſappointed her: But to ſatisfy you, he expects 
de this very Moment, he is now at Mrs. Sam's, 
* my Servant lies, that dogg'd him. [Ai Look you, 
Madam, I don't deſire you to believe one Word I fay . 
kit if this Lady and you will give yourſelves the Trou- 
ie to go thither, I fancy you will find him there. 


Emi. 
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Em. Inſupportable [A/ide.] Really, Madam, you 


have an admirable Talent. 

Leo. I hope, Madam, I have not been guilty of any 
ill Breeding. 

Em. O fye ! Madam, all that you do is with a very 
Court-like Air: You are reſolv'd to ſtand it out, I ſee. 

Leo. What is't you mean, Madam ? 

Em. I mean the groundleis Jealouſies your Malice 
now wou'd raiſe between my Brother, and this Lady— 
He love you! You will as foon perſuade me you deſerve 
it, Madam: I know, that in his Soul he ſcorns you. 

Leo. Not ſo much as I icorn Revenge; I dare ſay, had 
T been fond of a Triumph, Madam, I might have had 
it in a Publick Wedding. Mr. Longay/le offer'd it, 
But out of Friendſhip to this Lady, and yourſelf, I have 
been content to mariy him in private. I'll out-face this 
obſtinate Devil, tho' I forfeit my Revenge fort. Ad.. 

Em. How, Madam, my Brother married to you ! to 

' 
Leo. To me this Morning, Madam; Siſter, I may fay. 
[Mildh. 
Em. Sifter ! [ Anerily, 


Enter a Servant. 


Serv Here's a Chair, Madam. 

Leo. Ladies, your Servant, I ſhall expect you at Mrs. 
Siam's. [Exit 

Ol. Why have TI lived to ſee this Day? Oh, Iam 
deſpicable now ! I ſhall be pointed at; the publick Mer- 
riment of malicious Tongues : Thou wer't my Friend, 
Emilia; why did'ſt thou not tell me of my Weakneſs, 
that I was credulous, conce ited, vainly fond to think my 
eaſy Love cou'd fix the faithleſs Temper of a Man. But 
thou, alas! wer't foft believing Woman, like me un- 
$kill'd in Injuries : Therefore in fear of none, eaſily de- 
ceiv'd by every Shew of guil'd Virtue ; n Per- 
fidious Man. 


En. 
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Em. Believe it not, Olivia! Come! we'll follow 
3 Leonora : Let his own Words, not her's, condemn him. 
O. You wou'd not have me fee him, ſure ! 
| Em. I wou'd not have you puniſh him unheard : For, 
oh! I know his Innocence, tho' now o'er-caſt, will 
ſhortly break theſe ſullen Clouds, and gild you with a 
ſmiling Joy: Alas! my Dear, Jealouſy's the Diſeaſe of 
Love, a Pain 


Which firſt, or laſt, all Lovers muſt endure : 
But none can ſpeak the Joys, that wwait the Cure. 
LExeunt. 


n 
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The SCENE, an Judian-Henſ. 


Longville is diſcovered locking on his Watch, 


Time's expired, and I am unwilling 
to fail in my Promiſe to my Lord 
Lowemore, who I know will be upon 
the Rack till I have perform'd it: 
But Vil have Patience; for I am 
ſure her Generoſity, tho' late, will furniſh me with 
an Occaſion. Come ! Mrs. Siam, what new In- 
dian Toys have you? [ He goes to the Counter, 


Enter Leonora, maik'd at a Diſtance. 


Leo. Longville, here firſt ! tis, as I cou'd with !— 
hark ! I hear ſome-body ftealing up Stairs! [She lande 
aut.] Ha! mufffd in a Cloak! O! fora Glimpſe of 
him ! My Lord Lowemore, as I live! his Dif- 
guiſe tells me what he comes for, and I hope mine will 
help me to anſwer his Expectation: My firſt Care mult 
be, by ſome ſeeming Accident, to let him know me : My 
next, to tell this Wretch (who muſt net know me 
ſome formal Story, that may oblige him to make ſuch 
Anſwers as may reaſonably incline my Lord to think 
himſelf the Subject of our Diſcourſe. 

_ [She = to Longville, ard talks with him in her 


Enter 
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Enter Lord Lovemore in a Cloak. 


L. Lov. So punctual ! ha! that muſt be Leanara, tis 
her Stature ! | 
Leonora turns back, pretending to wipe her Face, and 
gives Lord Lovemore à Sight of it. 
| By Heav'n 'tis ſhe | I faw her Face Wou'd 1 
| had never {cen it Or, cou'd but dream again the 
| promis'd Raptures of her Virtue : For, there was Plea- 
| fre in the Viſion, infinitely ſurpaſſing what we taſte in 
any waking Joy: O ! there is no Happineſs but in eter- 
' nal Sleep! Ha! (Oe Lon. and Leo.] Do 
[ not ſleep ? Rather let me think, that this is all a 
Dream! Tis liker far, amazing! incoherent and un- 
natura! I find I am but a Stranger to the World, 
another Man perhaps wou'd wonder at my Amazement ! 
Suppoſe I ſhou'd ſurprize him now th* very Act of Falſe- 
hood ? Will he not fink into the Earth with Shame ? 
muſt not his Conſcience burn him up with Bluſhes ? 1 
| ſhou'd reſent this Uſage, and Iwill: But, as a brave 
| Man ought, deſpiſe him for his Treachery, and forgive 
tall! Nay, more! I'll do a Friend's laſt Duty, and 
| wound him with the Tenderneſs of my Reſentment - 
But ſtay lay hold on all Advantages ! ſomething 
may be gather'd from their Diſcourſe I'll obſerve 
| them. Lon. comes forward with Leo. 
Len. | Afide ] Who the Devil can this be, that is fo 
fond of acquainting me with her Circumſtances ? 
Leo. Then you adviſe me, as a Friend, never to fee 
lim more? | 
L. Lev. Ha! It muſt be me they talk of. [Afide. 
Lon. 1 ſuppoſe, Madam, you can't expett to be extra- 
ordinary well u'd if you do. | 
Leo. Why, I am ſure he loves me Kill. 
L. Lov. I hope not, Madam. [Afade. 
Leo. Hang it, I believe, my beſt way to filence his 
| Reſentment, will be to write him a civil Letter, to ac- 
knowledge the Severity of my Revenge, and beg him 
{ for his cwn Sake never to ſee me more. 


E | L. Lev. 
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L. Lov. For my own Sake, that I never will. Ass. 
Ton. Pſha! Damn her Revenge, What is't to me ? 
Leo. What think you of it ? 

Lon. O, the beſt Thing in the World, Madam; Id 
adviſe you to ſtep into the next Room, and do it imme- 
diately. [ Preſſing her to g. 

Leo. Well! you will peruſe it for me? 

Lon. Ay ! ay! any Thing to ſerve you. 

Leo. L Afide. } With your Throat: I hope, Sir, you 
have endanger'd it to ſerve me: I'll ſtep aſide, and let 
the Miſchief work, I fee it low'ring yonder in that 
Brow. Leonora retires. 

L. Lov. Tl ſurprize him now, while Leonora is with- 
drawn: Not knowing that I have ſeen her Face, poſ- 
ſibly he will ſwear it was not ſhe he talk'd with 
Are you at leiſure, Sir. 

Lon. My Lord Lowemore / 

L. Lov. What is't you ſtart at? 

Lon. To ſee you here, in this Diſguiſe ! you frown, 
my Lord 

L. Lov. Fie! that were to confeſs my Anger: Doſt 
thou think thyſelf beneath it ? I ſmile upon thee. 

Lon. I underitand you not. 

L. Lov. When ſaw you Leonora? 

Lon, This Morning, I am not aſham'd to mention it : 


But why ſhould that diſturb you now? I thought an 


Hour's Time was given me to clear myſelf, it is not yet 
expir'd, my Lord. 

L. Lov. I can't think you'll keep your Word with me. 

Lon. I don't uſe to forfeit it, nor do I think I ſhall, 
if no Misfortune croſs me. 

L. Lov. Has Leonora told you fo ? 

Lon. Explain yourſett. 

L. Lov. If you were that Enemy you have proſeſo d 


yourſelf to Leonora ; I cannot think at ſuch a Time as | 


this, you wou'd meet her here. 
Lon. Who dares affirm it? 


L. Lov, I faw her here, this Moment ſaw her here 


with you. Lon: 


J 
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Ton. Then ſhe was here with me, when I ſaw her 
not —— next Time, my Lord, have better Proof 
ger you condemn ſo near a Friend as I am; you ſaw 


perhaps a Woman talk with me in a Mask, who J 
1 believe might know me : For ſhe ſeem'd fond of making 


1 
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ne her Confident, I lifſten'd to her, till her Impertinence 


had quite tir'd my Curioſity : And this Woman, I ſep- 
poſe, your Jealouſy has taken for Leonora. 

L. Lov. Whom did you take her for ? 

Lon. A Stranger! I know her not, nor ever care to 
ſee her more. 

L. Low. Ha ! take heed ! for, if I prove thee ina 
Lie, it will be then diſhonourable to talk with thee. ; 

Lon. Speak lower ; while we are unheard, my Friend. 
ſhip teaches me to bear, but my impatient Honour will 
be juſtiked. 

L. Lov. Honour! Doſt thou not bluſh to name it? 

Lon. My Lord, it is not well to bear thus far upon my 
Friendſhip ; if you wou'd have me think your Meaning 
honeſt, I do demand a Reaſon for this Uſage. 

L. Low. [ Amazing.) But that I cannot give my Eyes 
the Lie, I ſhou'd myſelf believe thee wrong'd : But to 
confound thee in one Word, give me a living Reaton, 


Lon. I came to meet Olicia here, by her own Ap- 


| why I ſee thee here. 


an | ointment. 


# 
5 
* 


Olvia you now talk'd with 


L. Lov. S'death and Hell; you will not tell me twas 


Lan. I mean it not; Olivia has not yet been here. 

L. Lov. Why, then are you here ſo early? 

Len. Becauſe Olivia charg'd me, as I priz'd her 
Viet, not to fail a Minute : Beſides, the Time has 
teen expir'd almoſt this half Hour. 

L. Lov. Confuſion ! why is not ſhe here then? 

Ln. Have a Moment's Patience, and I'll ſend to her 


d know the Reaſon ; in the mean time, my Lord 


L. Low. Away! now thou condemn'ſt thyſelf, thy 
dull Invention's tir d, and thou wants Time to give it 
breath. E 2 Lon. 
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Lon. This from another Man wou'd urge me to a fatal 
Anſwer : By Heav'n, now I wou'd not have you credit 
me! No! go on! be obſtinate, believe the groſſeſt 
Things of me your Malice can ſuggeſt ; I will not offer 
more to clear myſelf, till Demonſtration ſhakes her Head, 
and makes you bluſh for theſe unfriendly Wrongs. 

L. Low. [ Paufing.) I know not why I ſhou'd : But, a 
reſiſtleſs Curioſity tempts me to ſee how far thou wil 
drive this: Prithee be ſincere, by Heav'n, if there's 
yet a Way in Nature left to clear thy Innocence, I here 
engage my Honour, as far as mortal Patience can, to wait 


che Iſſue. 
Len. Had you ſaid this ſooner, ſome Words, my Lord, 


might have been ſpar'd between us: But, I have done; 
Olivia now ſhall ſpeak for me ; her Preſence ſhall convince 
you where | have given my Heart: That Leonora ever 
had my Scorn, as now, I hope ſhe has yours. 

L. Low. Thou talk't with ſuch a calm Indifference, 
I dare not yet reſolve where I ſhall fix my Thoughts? 

Lon, No matter where, my Lord, let 'em rove ; a 
Moment's Patience will re-call *em. 

L. Lov. I am fatisfied. [ They part. 

Re-enter Leonora behind, 

Ten. O! I cou'd run mad; that ſubtle Devil has talk'd 
him into Reaſon. What can it be that ſtays Olivia 
thus ? Were ſhe here, her Reſentment wou'd con- 
firm his Jealouſy, and bring the Miſchief to Perfection. 
Ha ! Fortune ſends her to my Wiſh ! Now to prepare 
her. 

Enter Olivia and Emilia: Leonora flops them at tht 


Door. 5 
L. Lov. Ha! Olin, here too? what can this mean ? 


Leo. [To Ouwvia.] There he is, Madam. 

Oli. O! Emilia, help me. 

Leo. Now, Ladies, 1 hope you are fatisfied, what 
Intereſt I have in Mr. Longwilte. 

Emi. Tis impoſlible ! I'll not believe it, ſcarce ſhou'd 
he himſelf conſeſs it; this is ſome Trick ! he is impor 
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on! wrong' d! baſely wrong'd, I am ſure 'twill prove 
! þ. 

ol. Fxcuſe him not, Emilia / Ill ſhut myſelf from 
ill the World, and never ſee the Face of Friend again. 

, [ Going. 
Eni. Be not too raſh, dear Olivia, hear him ſpeak 
* firſt: If he is not able then to clear himſelf, may all the 
| Puniſhments his Perjury deſerves be mine; if, I not join 
with thee to hate and ſcorn him. 

Leo. Ay ! Madam! Pray ſtay to examine him; how- 
ever, not that it will be to any Purpoſe, for to my 
| Knowledge he will deny our Appointment, or that he 
has ſo much as ſeen me here. 
| 


Emi. Nay, then I muſt believe he has not, Madam ; 
Il have the Truth from him. 
Emi. goes to Lon. and Oli. turns aa in Tears, 

Leo. [Afide.) Poor harmleſs Thing, how it frets; I 
have rais'd her to my Ends. Now let her go on, whule 
I ſand by and laugh to ſce her forward my Revenge. 
I. Lov. r Afide.) When will my Diſtraction end 
| Emilia, thinks her Brother wrong'd ! Olivia weeps te 
' ſe him perjur d! I prov'd him guilty ! And yet heftarty 
o hear himſelf accus'd, while Lecnora leaves him unccn- 
cem'd : I dare not leave him till theſe Contradictions are 
1 unrave!l'd. 
' Lon, What Riddle's this, Emilia ? 
| Em. How Brother, a Riddle! Indeed, I griev'd at 
| firſt to find you here! But now cou'd weep to ſee you 
ultify your Crime. 

Lon. Away ———— this Mirth's unpleaſing now, 
where's Olivia ? [ He leaves her. 

Leo. [ To Emi. aſde.] Is not your Ladyſhip well? 
Madam, will you pleaſe to make uſe of my Spirits ? 

Emi. Fury ! 

Leo. Your Ladyſhip's humble Servant, Madam. 

Lon. [To Oli.) If either may, Madam, I have moſt 


Reaſon to complain : For I have expected you here this 
talf Hour, 


E 3 Oli. 
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Oli. Me! Did you expect me here? 

Lon. Not with ſuch Diſpleaſure in your Eyes, I muſt 
conſeſs, Madam: But I have with great Impatience 
waited here for your Commands. 

Oli. You dare not juſtify it? 

Lox. You cannot doubt it, Madam! 

Oli. This audacious Infolence is beyond Reſentment ; 
from you, it ſtrikes my Thoughts with Horror ! 

Ton. This Anger, Madam, is a double Rack, while 
you conceal the Crime, that has deſerv'd it. 

O. Is then the Repetition of your Guilt fo pleaſing ? 
Baſe Man! why did you fend ſo fair an Anſwer to my 
Letter; when at the ſame Time you had refolv'd to 
meet another Woman here ? Was it not enough to wrong 
me by an abhorr'd Abjurance of your Vows : But you 
muſt barbarouſly expoſe me to the Triumph of an inſult- 
ing Rival ! 

Lon. Madam, you confound me, what Rival ? 

Oli. Away ! I have heard and ſeen too much already; 
Reputation bids me fly you now ; farewel, ungrateful 
Wretch ; and may the ſhameful Memory of my Wrongs 
lye rocted in your Heart for ever. 

Lon. Yet ſtay, and hear me. 

O. Never. 

L. Zo. Hold, Madam ! before you go, give me 
leave to ingraft my Wrongs with yours. 

Leo. [ Afide.]. It ripens now 

Emi. Ha! My Lord Lowvemore here! This muſt be 
Combination : But I am refolv'd to find the Truth be- 


fore we part: Tho' ev'n my Brother's Guilt,or what's yet 


worſe, her hateful Triumph ſhou'd confound me. [ 4fide. 

Emi. locks the Door, unſeen, and takes out the Key. 

Ton. I read Reſentment in your Eyes, my Lord: Out 

with it ! For while Amazement makes me tame, I can 
bear it all. 

Lev. Madam, [To Oli] to juſtify that Reſentment, or to 

clear the ſacred Honour of a Friend, I beg you faithfully 


wou'd reſolve me one Queſtion : Was it by your Deſi — 


F 
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or Commands, that Mr. Lonrgville came to meet you 
© |} Oli. So far from that, my Lord, that tis the only 
_ Place on Earth, I wiſh'd he might avoid. 

I. Lev. Now, Sir! If my Jcalouſy has wrong'd you, 
et it appear before this Lady; if not, from this Moment 
let eternal Enmity divide us. 

3 | Lu. [1fide.) Ha! ha! ha! Poor Soul, he is dumb 
» Now my Revenge is perfect, and ſo, poor! eaſy ! 
cheated ! jealous Fools! Farewel! [She offers to flea] 
ut, and finds the Door faſt.] Ha! the Door lock'd ! 
] Confuſion ! I am betray'd ! ſome Devil has counterplot- 
ted me; ſhou'd Lorguille know me, my Revenge, is lolt : 
No matter, I am above his Anger, and am {till ſecure 
in this, III bravely face em to the laſt. [ Aide, 
Loan. One Word more, my Lord, and I ſubmit: But 
1 fince my future Peace depends upon your Anſwer, I 
| beg you wou'd directly give it me, without the lealt 
" Enquiry, on what Aſſurance I demand it. 

1 I. Lov. Vilanſwer you. 

Lon. Then give me inſtantly an honeſt Proof, that 


— — * 


4 | you have ſeen me here with Leonora ? 
L. Lov. Hell! and Furies! Is this your Queſtion ? 
Lon. Nay, my Lord, your Promiſe. 

1 L. Lov. Tis true, and there's my Anſwer. 


[Pointing ts Leo. 
Len. There! how ! where, my Lord? 

be L. Lev. Why, there ! there ! Lecnora's there ! That's 
bs he. [ Leo. unmasks. 
et 1 Len. [ Amaz'4!) Ha !————— Nay, then! There's 
lo. the Devil has bewitch'd us all. 
y L. Lov. What can this Amazement mean ? 
ut Emi. Why, are you ſurpriz d, Brother? Did not you 
an know that was Leonora. 
Lon. — Not I! by all my Hopes of Happineſs! I 
to | took her for a Stranger, and as ſuch have ignorantly 
ly convers'd with her : — 
e, Emi. Now, Olivia 


— E 4 L. Low 
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L. Tow. Ha! 

Oli. I am amaz'd ! what can this mean? 

Lon. That this Lady, I preſume, can beſt inform 
us: Madam, I confeſs, I ought not to expect a Favour 
from you : But, yet there's ſomething might be done for 
both our Honours. 

Leo. Sir, I have nothing to ſay to you. 

Ton. Madam, I ſcorn the low Revenge of a publick 
Triumph : But for your own Sake hear me : I freely 
own for all you have done to me, I have given you a 
{ſevere Occaſion : But yet, I hope the World, and you 
will pardon me: I knew you lov'd my Friend, and 
griev'd that nothing but my expoſing you never cou'd 
wean him from your Eyes : Now, fince every Circum- 
Rance convinces me, that thoſe Aſperſions I now lie under 
are but the Continuance of your juſt Revenge, if you'll 
but clear my H onour by a generous Acknowledgment of 
what you have done to ruin me; you bind us all to an 
eternal Secrecy, and me in any honourable Command 
to ſerve you with my Life. 


Emi. Dear Madam, cannot this Goodneſs move you 


to an Act fo juſt ; nay, and fo glorious too for you? For 


no one ſure can hear your Story told, but muſt confeſs - 


your Wit inimitable, and your Revenge uncommon : 
No Tongue can fpeak its Praiſe like yours, whoſe Art 
firſt rais'd it to ſuch a wondrous Height. 

Leo. Madam, I read your ſecret Triumph in your 
Eyes: But I am above your little Spleen. 

Emi. Madam, you wrong my Thoughts; what I ask d 
of you, I was ready to reccive as a real Obligation. 

Leo. Then Madam, expect none from me. 

Lon. Nay, then Madam, we muſt talk on equal 
Terms; Now, my Lord, hear me. 

Emi. Hold, Brother, firſt let me ſpeak : You are the 
ſuſpected Criminal, and thus I charge you. 
About two o Clock this Afternoon Olivia, and I viſited 
my Lady Manlove, where we had a full Account from 


a Gentleman, of your late Quarrel with my Lord £ove- 
| more: 
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more : Leomra ſmib'd at our Intelligence, and to our 
Amazement, wou'd perſuade us, that you were really 


my Lord's Rival in her Love; adding withal, that you 
| had lately offer'd Rlarriage to her: Nay, and to give 
us 2 more convincing Proof of it; ſhe deſu'd, that we 


wou'd ſee her write to you, which ſhe did, and ſhew d 
us the Letter, wherein ſhe appointed you a Meeting in 
half an Hour, here, at Mrs. S:am's. Olivia, 
more out of a ſportive Curioſity, than to ſatisfy any jea- 


bus Thought, begg'd the ſame Liberty, and ſhe like- 


wiſe appointed vou to meet her in the ſame half Hour 


at her Father's. 


Len. Ha 
Emi. The Letters both were ſent: But our Amaze- 


| ment yet continues: Olivia is diſappointed, and we 


have found you here with Leonora Nou, you are free 
to anſwer. 
Lon. Then Truth's in Labour of my Innocence, and 


| thus ſhe is deliver'd ; there's my Anſwer. 


[ He produces Olivia's Letter. 
OA. Ha! what's here, my Lord, Emilia! ſee, here's 


| the Witchcraft that has wrong'd us all! my Hand coun- 


W 


terfeited by Lecnara in my own Letter ! fee ! ſhe has 
blotted out my Father's, and interlin'd Mrs. Siam's, the 


| very ſame Place that ſhe had appointed him herſelf. 


L. Lev. What have I done? my Shame conſounds 


me! How ſhall I dare to meet him? LAZ Aue. 


Oli. But hold! there's one thing yet unanſwer'd, if 
there were no Intimacy between you, and Leoncra, 
What Encoura gement cou'd ſhe have to write to you ? 
What Auſwer did you fend to her Appointment ? 

Len. By ail that's ſacred, I had no other Letter from 
Leneræ, nor any Appointment wWwhatſocver. 


L. Led. No, Madam, here J am bound to ſpeak, he 


, ; bs «1 | : \ 
| never lad that Letter; by a pretended Miſtake, I find, it 


came to me, merely to keep my frantick Jealculy 
awake ; that brought me luther, ¶eaus the Letter 

Oli. Elia! New I am happy, 
L. I Em. 
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Emi. O, let me embrace my Brother ! At this Diſco. 
very, nothing but Tears, or Madneſs, can expreſs my 


Rik My dear Emilia 

Leo. [Afide.] ——— Lightning part em. 

Oli. But pray, my Lord, how cou'd you expect to find 
Mr. Long ville here, when you knew he had not receiv'd 
the Letter, wherein Leonora had appointed him ? 

L. Lov. Twas written with ſuch malicious Art, it 
left no Room for Doubt : For here ſhe ſays, ſhe will meet 
him at Mrs. S:am's, accord ing to his firlt Appointment : 
I thought a ſecond needleſs to a ſecret Lover, which now 
with Shame I own, I then believ'd him. 

Lon. Nay, then your Jealouſy was juſt, my Lord : 
By Heaven, I cannot blame you now: But fince your 
Temper is recover'd, I beg you wou'd confeſs your Fears, 
and give me every jealous Thought, that wrongs my 
Honour. [ Emilia unlocks the Door. 

L. Low. By Heaven, by this dear Embrace, I have 
Joſt em all: O Charles! if thou haſt yet one glowing 
Spark of Friendſhip in thy Heatt, pity me, for thoſe 
unwilling Injuries I have done thee ; can'ſt thou forgive 
me? 

Lon. Not while you ask Forgiveneſs; that's a Fault I 
can never pardon. 

L. Lov. Wilt thou forget 'em ? 

Lon. Why do you remind me of em? 

Emi. [To Leo.] The Door is open, Madam ! 

Leo. Deſtruction ſeize em] Now my laſt Hopes of 
him are loſt: I have nothing left to hide my ſwelling 
Heart; but to affect Indifference. 

L. Lov. Methinks I have not aton'd thy injur d 
Friendſhip, till I kave confeſed before the ſaithleſs Leo- 
nora, that I am hers no more. Now, Madam. — 

Teo. Now, my Lord, are you going to tell me, you 
have lately diſcover'd a Secret, that all the Town has 
known theſe ſix Years, which! is, that I never card one 
Farthing for you, 


L Le. 
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L. Lov. This Obligation, Madam, was 
I needed not this Wit to work me to Indifference. 

Leo. Nor | your Indifference to make me angry, 
your whole Sex is an eternal Subject for my Spleen : 
How many wretched Fops have I daily at my Feet, who 
think themſelves much nearer to my Heart, than you: 
Nay, had you not view'd me with another's Eyes, you 
ſtill had been my Slave, your Love had liv'd on Air, and 
languiſh'd in an endleſs Hope : 

But I confeſs, you bravely this may boat; 5 


Of all the Froli, that knew me to their Coſt, 

tou are the firſt, that &er my Eyes have laſt. Ex. Leo. 

L. Lov. How eaſily are Men deceiv'd in Love? 
There's not a Vice now reigning in this Woman, but 
what appear'd to me the happy Conduct of un-erring 
Virtue : But now the falſe lethargick Dream 1s o'er, at 
laſt I have thrown the Reins on Reaſon's Neck, and have 
out-ftripp'd the lagging Miſchief far behind me: But 
here's the careful Guide, that lead me to the Goal! O! 
Charles how have I wrong'd thy Friendſhip, ev'n to 
the Hazard of thy Life, and Honour ? The Crime ſtill 
hangs upon my faultring Tongue, and Silence ſpeaks my 
Shame. 

Lon. This is too much, my Lord, but if you needs 
will over-pay the trifling Debt, let me direct your Friend- 
ſhip here. [ Turning to Olivia.] I have a ſtarving Heart, 
that long has been this Lady's Priſoner, here you may 
exert your Charity: For I perceive I owe her more, than 
faithful Love can pay. 

L. Lov. [To Oli.] When Lovers are ſo poor in Merit, 
Madam, Beauty ſhou'd paſs an Act of Grace, and take 
the Moiety, that Nature lends us. 

Oli. My Lord, I fee no want of Merit in Mr. Long- 
ville. "There needs no more to recommend his Caule : 
And ſince he has ſo ſeverely prov'd himſelf your Friend, 
Il make it not his Intereſt to deceive me Mr. 
Longville, if in thoſe few Years you have talk'd to me of 


Love, I have been too flow in my Returns, impute it 
E 6 not 
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not to an inſenſible Neglect: For I have long ſtudied, 
tho' unable, to repay it: And I perceive your Merit's 
ſwolbn ſo high, that I am bound in Prudence now to 
check the Debt, and let it run no farther, your Conduct 
has deſerv'd my Heart, nor do I dare with-hold it 
longer, leſt I ſhould repent hereafter, that it was given 
ſo late. 

Lon. This Goodneſs is above the Reach of Mortal 
Virtue, it ſpeaks Divinity; and like the Bleſſings we re- 
ceive from Heaven, ſhou'd only be return'd in filent 
Adoration. [ Kneels and kiſſes her Hand. 

Oli. Riſe, Sir, from this Moment I am yours. 

Emi. Now, dear Okvia, you are mine too, the 
Name of Siſter binds us ever. 

I. Lov. This is as it ſhou'd be, and while my Friend 
is ſo, I muſt be happy. 

Lon. [ Aſide to Emi.) And now Emilia, there is a 
blooming Hope fcr thee, which Time can only ripen: 
Mean while intruſt thy Heart with me, and be aſſur'd 
thou ne er ſhalt bluſh, when I think fit to part with it. 

Emi. This is beyond a Brother's Love : Words are 
but empty Thanks: My future Conduct beſt will ſpeak 
my Gratitude. 

Lon. Thy Paſt has well deſerv'd my Friendſhip : 
But no more! Here's Company. 


Enter Young Rakiſh. 

V. Ra. Hah! dear Charles, I am glad I have found 
you; my Lord, your humble Servant. I have brought a 
rare Piece of Diverſion along with me. 

Lon. It never cou'd be more welcome ; for all you 
fee here, are Friends. 

Y. Ra. I am glad to hear it : But if you were not, 
I wou'd engage to make you laugh. 

Lon. What's the Buſinels ? 

V. Ra. Only my Father, and I, that's all. 

L. Lov. Why truly that's enough to make cne laugh 
at any time, | | 


On. 
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O. O dear, is this the Gentleman, that is fo free 


with his Father ? 


Y Ra. No, Madam ; but I am the Son of a Father, 


1 that is very free with me; the Soul of me, my Pleaſures 


1 mean, of all the Vices this Town affords, (and thank 
Heaven it's pretty well ſtock'd) I can't keep one to my 
ſelf for him; he out-does me at my own Weapon, he 
out-drinks me, out-whores me, out-{wears me, out-lies 
me, out-wits me, and (which I'll never forgive him) 
he———out-lives me too. 

Oli. Why ſhou'd you with for his Death! Does not 
he allow you ? 

Y. Ra. Yes, Madam, all Manner of Wickedneſs: 
But the Devil a Farthing to purchaſe it. 

Oli. How can you live without Money ? 

Y. Ra. Faith, I begin to be weary of it, and have 
this very Hour laid a Deſign to bring the old Gentleman 
to a reaſonable Compoſition : I have rivall'd him in my 
Lady Manleve, elbow'd him out of her Favour, and 
have at laſt ſqueez'd him out of five hundred Pound, pro- 


1 vided I renounce all Title to her Inclinations, 


Lon. And have you done it ? 

Y. Ra. For aught he knows I have, and for aught 
ſhe knows 1 have not ; in {hort, I neither deſign to 
quit the Lady, nor to keep her any longer, than ſhe 
ſerves my Turn. 

L. Lov. How ſo Man: 

V. Ra. She is now below with my Father, chuſing 
her Wedding-Gown, have a little Patience, and the 
Farce will begin, 

Lon, But hark you, Jack have you taken care of 
her Son, as I defir'd you? J hope he is not gone to St. 
Omer's ? 


V. Ra. No, no, I have ſpoil'd him for that Journey, 
I have married him. 
Lon. How ? 


V. Ra. No harm, Til warrant you: ſee ! here comes 


my Father, pray obſerve uS——) ul all ſtand by me 
upon Occauon ? Omnes. 
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Ones. All! all! 


V. Ra. A Word with you, Charts. [They wwhifper, 


Enter the Major, with Lady Manlove. 


Maj. With me Joy, Charles! Wiſh me 11. 
Hah ! my little Lowemore too! Give me thy Hand, my 
dear Boy! Wiſh me Joy, my Lad! 

L. Lov. Joy! Of what, Major ? 

Maj. Of a rare fleſhly Feather-bed, you Wag, and 
two thouſand Pound a Year to wallow in Odsbud, 
ſhe's a Soucer. 

Lon. Leave it to me. [7 T. Ra. 

L. Man. Ladies, your Servant, I proteſt I little 
thouglit to find ſo much good Company upon ſuch a for- 
tunate Occaſion. 

Emi. Mayn't we know the Occaſion, Madam: 

L. Man. I'Il fwear, Madam, it's ſuch a critical Point, 
don't know whether my Modeſty will be able to go 
through with the Diſcovery. 

V. Ra. If you pleaſe to give me leave, Madam, I 
will help you out a little. 

Maj. Ay! ay! tell 'em my little Tacky. 

Y. Ra. Well, Ladies, now we are all together, the 
ſhort of the Bufineſs is this: This noble Lady here, ge- 
nerouſſy conſidering my Sufterings under tne Tyranny 
of an unnatural Father; and, being ſenſible, that by 
Reaſon of my indefatigable Love to her, I was in a per- 
petual Panger of being diſ:nherited, has out of her 
abundant Goodneſs piouſly conſented to revenge me of 
the ſaid unnatural Father, by this publick Diſappoint- 
ment of his Hopes, having to his utrer Confuſion al- 
ready taken to her loving Husband the individual Perſon 
of me his lawfully begotten Son Fohn Rakiſp. 


Maj. Humh ! What is all this? Do you know, Ma- 
dam ? What the Devil is it? 

L. Man. All Truth, Sir, to my Knowledge, the 
whole Truth, and nothing but the Truth, ſo take me, 


Fehn Ru iso. [Giving him her Hand. 
Maj. 
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Maj. Oones and Hell! I'll chine that Dog to the 
Navel. [ Drazcs. 

Lon. O, by no Means, Major, prithee put up your 
Sword, you'll frighten the Ladies. | 

Maj. Prithee, dear Charles, let me come at him: 
O! He is a bitter Dog! I can't bear him. 

[ Trembling with Paſſion. 

Ton. Pſha ! Pha ! Prithee be pacified, if he mult be 
run through the Guts, he will deſerve it an Hour hence, 
as well as now : Beſides, I wou'd have you hear what he 
can ſay for himſelf : You know he does not uſe to be 
Tongue-tied upon theſe Occaſions. 

Maj. Odsbud ! and that's true, my little Charles ! I 
will hear the Dog, I will hear him, and if I am 
trick'd, I am ſatisfied I ſhall have the Pleaſure of half a 
Dozen rare impudent Faces, from the unrighteous Ba- 
ſtard to back his Roguery however. Come hither 
Tacky. 

V. Ra. Well, Sir! 

Maj. Ay! That's the Look! Hark you Iron- face 
Art not thou a perjur'd Rogue? Do'ſt not thou ex pect to 
be ſplit and broil'd upon the Devil's Gridiron. 

Y. Fa. I don't apprehend you, Sir. 

Maj. Did'ſt not thou promiſe, Dog, to renounce all 
Claim to that Lady, provided I would quit my Title to 
the five hundred Pound ? 

Y. Ra. Ay, Sir! But I remember what Pains you 
took at Locket's to Day to cheat me of it: Chaw upon 
that, and then tell me whether you can blame me for 
what I have done ? 

Maj. O! not in the leaſt, my dear Hell-face ! Thou 
haſt oblig'd me to the laſt Degree by marrying this Lady 
here; the leaſt I can do now is to ſettle my Eſtate upon thee, 
which thou thalt have with a Vengeance; that is to ſay, 
I will inſtantly make love to her Daughter, offer her my 
whole Eſtate for a Jointure, cut off the Entail, get a 


Whole Litter of Children, and diſinherit you, you Dog ! 


Y, Ra. Look you, Sir, there I forbid the Banns, that 
Lady 
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Lady is now my Daughter, and I will not have my Fa- 
mily diſgrac'd, by admitting ſuch a notorious Rake-hell 
for my Son in Law: In ſhort, your Pretences are utterly 
againſt my Conſent, and I poſitively declare you never 
ſhall have my Bleſſing. 

Maj. What a croſs old Fellow this is now ! Oones ! 
Fd give five Thouſand Pound to make the Whelp my 
Father-in-Law. 

v. Ra. Come! come! Sir, for a great deal leſs 
Money, you ſhall ſtill make this Lady my Mother: in- 
Law. 
Maj. Ha! fay'it thou, my little Facky ? why, art 
thou not married, thou dear Dcg, art thou not married, 
Ha! ſpeak ? 

Y. Ra. So far from it, Sir, that upon Condition you 
will immediately ſign this Paper, which will intitle me 
to four Hundred Pound a Year during Life, and at your 
Deceaſe the reſt of your Eſtate, I am willing this very 
Moment to reſign the Lady to you. 

L. Man. Baſe Man ! ycu won't offer to ſeH me? 

v. Ra. Don't you trouble yourſelf, Madam, I'll war- 
rant you. [ 4fide.1 And to fatisfy you, that my Meaning', 
honeft, the Writing is ſo drawn, that unleſs you actually 
do marry the Lady, you are not oblig'd to give me a 
Groat. 

Maj. Say & thou fo, my little Jacky ? 

He peruſes the Paper. 

L. Man. Audacious Villain! have you ſerv'd me 
thus: I will be reveng'd. Here, Major! [Gives 
him her Hand.] Upon Condition, you never do give 
that Villain a Groat, I will marry you this very Moment 
Gratis : Nay, do but engage to diſinherit him before To- 
morrow Morning, and I here immediately promiſe you 
fix Thouiand Pound in ready Gold and Jewels, to ſatisfy 
any Extravagance you ſhall think fit. 

Y. Ra. So! 


Maj, 
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Maj. Diſinherit, Madam! Odsbud, your Ladyſhip's 
too merciful ! An audacious Rogue ! to think I cou d be 
ſuch a Villain to wrong a Lady, Madam, of your un- 
| ſpotted Virtue ! Oons ! | never heard ſuch an impudent 
| Propoſal ſince I was born - Madam! If he were now 
| at the Gallows, with the Knot under his left Ear; nay, if 
the Word were gi. en for the Cart to drive away, Blood ! 
and Brimitone ! I wou'd not part with Eighteen-pence to 
reprieve him. 
L. Man. On that Condition, I am entirely yours. 
Maj. Oons | Madam, I'll ruin him within this half 
Hour, VII drive your Revenge quite through his Soul 3 
nay, I'll ſend for the two Miſchief-makers of the Nation, 
| the Parſon and the Lawyer, and make them clinch it on 
the other Side. 
| Lon, What the Devil! ſhall we do now, Fack ! was 
ever ſuch a Diſappointment ? 
V. Ra. Faith! Charles, ſhe has out- trump'd me, that's 
the Truth on't: But I can't loſe all, Man, I have Pam in 
Hand ftill ? 
Loan. What do you mean? 
Y. Ra. Her Son ! her Son, Boy ; the Rogue has choſen 
me for his Guardian ; he will be here preſently, I'll ma- 
| nage him to fetch her about, I warrant you. 
Lon. *Egad, that's lucky, I am glad you are ſure of 
2 Trick to fave yourſelf at laſt, in the mean time, Fack, 
| try what a Court-Card will do, play your Impudence 
upon them. 
V. Ra. Mum! 
L. Man. Now, Devil, I am reveng'd of you. 
Y. Ra. I fancy not, Madam,— I ſuppoſe your Lady- 
ſhip does not know theſe are the Writings of your Son 
Johnny's Eſtate, by him the faid Johnny, this very Day 
ſtol'n out of your Cabinet; which, becauſe J am his Guar- 
dian, I will thus re-put into my Pocket. 
L. Man. Monſter ! you his Guardian ? 
V. Ra. At your Service, Madam. 
L. Mar. You dare not tell me fo? 
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V. Ra. O]! I have a great deal more to tell you, ſa. 
dam, I muſt have a thouſand Pounds out of your Hands 
To-morrow Morning, to put him and his Wife into an 
handiome Equipage. 

L. Man. His Wite ' 

V. Ra. His Wife, Madam — ſhe has had as good an 
Education as your Ladyſhip's Service cou'd afford. m—_ 
Lettice, J think her Name is. 

L. Man. Undone ! Undone ! 

Maj. Ha | Madam ! What's the Matter now? 

L. Man. O! My Child's ruin'd for ever! 

Y. Ra. 'That's as you pleaſe, Madam. 

L. Man. What ſays the Monſter ? 

Y. Ra. That your Son, Madam, ſhall not be ruin'd ; 
provided you will premiſe me not to marry that old Fel- 
low there, unleſs he ſigns my Settlement. In ſhort, Ma- 
dam, upon that Condition, I will not only reſign your 
Son, and his Fortune into your Hands again ; but will 
likewiſe engage to find a lawful Expedient to diſannul 
his Marriage too ; which if you don't immediately com- 
ply with me, ſhall be an eternal Secret : Soev'n let him 
{quander away his Eſtate as he pleaſes, Pll make a ſhiſt 
to glean a handſome Livelihood out on't, I warrant you. 

Em. Nay, Madam, this is a very generous Propoſal : 
Now if your Son's ruin'd, you are the Occafion of it. 

CB. We all entreat for him. 

L. Man. Madam, I beſeech you don't name it: III 
not believe a Word he ſays, I dare ſwear this is all Sham, 
a poor Pretence only to get his Ends of me. 

Maj. Oons, Madam! you have nick'd it: But if it 
were true, let me alone to manage him, I know him by 
Experience: Why, the Dog had the Impudence tother 
Day to ask me to lend him fifty Pounds, and in leſs than 
a Quarter of an Hour I brought him down to three and 


ſix Pence, 
L. Man. No! no! Devil! I will hear nothing but 


Revenge. [ Aide to J. Ra. 


V. Ra. Nay then, Madam, it's time for me to ard 
vide 
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vide for myſelf ; here comes one, I am ſure, will ſtand by 
me. 


Enter Maſ; Johnny ⁊viih Lettice, and a Gentleman in 
a Parſon's Habit. 


M. 7-. Tall, lall, lall ! pSinging.] A hey! Where's 


 Brother-Father-in-Law ? 


— Ale Go - 


V. Ra. Hah ! my little Sprig of Lewdneſs, how do'ft 
thou ? 

M. 7% How do I? why I am marry'd, Boy! How 
ſhou'd I do ? 

Y. Ra. Give you Joy, Madam [Saluting Lettice. 

L. Man. What do I fee? Undore! Ruin'd ! 

Maj. Humh ! the Parſon there too! Nay then, Miſ- 
chief 15 not far off. 

M. Fo. Well! but hark you, Tabs how do my Mo- 


ther and you agree; what, ben't you marry'd yet? 


Y. Ra. O Lord! Squire, no! nor am not like to be 3 
the is juſt going to be marry'd to my Father. 
M. Fo. Icod, I thought as much ! Did not I tell you, 


' you did not know her? Did not I tell you ſo? Look 


— — . i, A 
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| you, Zahn, there are two Things ſhe never kept in all 


her Life, that isa Faſt-day, and a Promiſe ! to my 
certain Knowledge, her Word is but Wind, and Icod, 
ſhe no more values to break one, than tother. 

Y. Ra. Well, Squire ! it ſhall never trouble me, as 
long as I ſuffer upon your Account : For, to tell you the 
Truth, the real Occafion of her diſcarding me, was my 
friendly Promotion of your Marriage : But there's a very 
ealy Way to reward my Service ; which is, that up- 
on Condition my Father will ſign this Writing, you will 
generouſly condeſcend to chuſe him for your Guardian. 

M. Je. TIl do't an't were ten times more to {erve 
you : Let's fee the Writings, III do't, Icod. | 

V. Ra. There, Sir! [Gives him the Myitingt. 

M. Fo. [To the Maj. ] Look you, Sir! You, Mr.—— 
Mr. Fahr's Vather here; I don't know what your Name 
is, not I: But if you think fit, d've ſee ! to ſign this Pa 

per 
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per, I'll make you my Guardian. 
to ſay to you, ſo take and look it over. 

Maj. Let's ſee it, my dear Lad. 

v. Ra Madam, I am fenfible, a Word from you 
wou'd finiſh the Buſineſs, if you will ſtand my Friend, I 
am till ready to diſannul your Son's Marriage. 

( Hide to Lady Manlove. 

L. Man. Alas! Heav'n knows I wou'd do it, were 
there but a Poſſibility of your making your Words true. 

Y. Ra. Nladam! This Gentleman's Word and Ho- 
nour ſnall be your Security. 

Lon. Madam, I will engage for him. 

L. Lov. And I. 

Em. & Oli. And all of us. 


L. Man. Well! I find it's in vain to contend with 
him: Therefore, dear Major, ſign it immediately, and 
from this Moment, all I have is yours. 

Ag. O, Madam! a Word from you wou'd make me 
do ten times more; fur the ſix thouſand Pounds in ready 
Gold and Jewels, runs in my Head confoundedly, I 
long to be at it: And as for Facky, I reckon within four 
or five Days I ſhall nick off this Annuity again at the 
Groom Porters; and fo, have at him. [He figns the 
Writing. ] — So ! there Charles, [Gives it to Longville.] 
You are engag'd to ſee him perform Articles; if he 
keeps his Word, much Good may do him. 

Y. Ra. Come, Squire, are you contented this Gentle- 
man ſtall marry your Mother, and be your Guardian ? 

M. Je. Yes, I be - and ſo let him take my Writings, 
and pray don't ye cheat me now! It's for Fahn's Sake, I 
tell you that. 


V. Ra. Well, Madam, now to diſſipate your e in 


one Word, I muſt acquaint you, that your Son Johnny, - 


and my Brother elect, is not married. 
L. Man. How, not marry'd ! you over. joy me, Sir; 
make it appear, and you ſhall never want a Friend in me. 
M. Fo. What a Devil makes you raiſe ſuch a Lye now * ? 
Y. Ra, Prithee, my dear Squire, don't . us. 


Je. 


That's all I have 
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M. Fo. I will *terrupt you then, what do you ſhove me 
for? I be marry'd, fol be! yes I be! I be! 

[ Raijing his Viice, 

Y. Ra. Silence! Come, Mrs. Lettice, pray ſatisfy my 
Lady, and this good Company concerning your ſuſpected 
Marriage with this young Gentleman. 

M. 7o. Ay, ay, do, let her ſpeak, with all my Heart, 
'Icod ! fee ! who will prove the Lyar, Mr. Jahn. 

Let. Well, Squire! fince I mult ſpeak then, I declare, 


; before my Lady, and this good Company, that I neither 


am your Wife, nor ever will be. 

Y. Ra. Now, Sir, what ſay you. 

M. Fo. I fay ſhe lyes—ſhe is my Wife, and you know 
it well enough, and the Parſon knows it too: What a 
Rope did I give him two Crown Pieces for ! 

Maj. Oons ! 18 know what to make of this Bu- 


| fine: One ſays ay! and t'other ſays no; Prithee, dear 


of! ot) baton ot rat. — „ 


Domine put us out of our Pain, come Anſwer to the 
Queſtion, are they marry'd, or not ? 

Gent. I muſt confeſs, Sir, at your Son's Requeſt, I did 
mumble over a Parcel of Words that ſatisfied the young 
Squire, as well as if they had been Canonical : But to 
convince you, that it was not in my Power to injure him 
that way, Il am no Parſon : But his humble Servant and 
Kinſman Ned Friendly. [ Threxes off his Goren 

L. Man. Mr. Friendly ! Dear IC, this was kindly 
done of you. 

Let. Madam, upon my knees I beg your Ladyſhip's 
Pardon; I muſt confeſs I had like to have marry'd my 
young Maſter, had not Mr. Rais Care prevented it: 
But he ſoon convinc'd me, what an uneaſy Life I muſt 
have expected from your Ladyſhip, and the reſt of his 
Relations: But to fatisfy you, Madam, That I never 
intend to have any Thoughts of him as long as I live, 
Mr. Raki/ has been pleasd to give me his Bond to pay 
me forty Pounds a Year during Life, provided I imme- 
diately leave the Town, and go and live with my Friends 
in the Country, which I faithfully p omiſe your Lady: 

* 
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ſhip to perform To-morrow Morning; and fo, dear 

Squire, farewel ! Pray with me a good Journey, as I do 
you a better Wife, and many happy Days. 

M. Fo. [Half crying.) What will you leave me now? 
Are theſe your Tricks? Pray give me my Purſe again, 
fince you won't marry me, young Gentlewoman, you 
ſhall have no fine Cloaths, Il! tell you that! Give me 
my Purſe, wull ye? 

L. Man. Sirrah, let her alone, That Purſe you pur- 
loin'd from me, and ſhe ſhall keep it : Nay, to reward 
her Honeſty, I'll preſent her with this Ring, as an 
Earneſt of my future Kindneſs. 

Let. I humbly thank your Ladyfſhip. 

M. Jo. What! And fol am to be cheated out of my 
Money too! This is all long of you — Mr. Jahn! [Cries 

Y. Ra. Come ! come! Squire don't be troubled, when 
you want Money, come to me; in the mean time, hark 
you in your Ear: I have as pretty a young Wench in my 
Eye for you——She will be in Town in two or three 
Days. Mum ! 

M. Jo. Pſha! What do I care for a Wench! If 1 
can't have her, when I have Mind to it! Here I thought 
to have had ſuch a Night on't now ! and now the Par- 
ſon has ſaid Grace, you tell me I ſhall go to Dinner a 
Monch hence. 

Y. Ra. Why then, to ſtay your Stomach, go with me 
to the laſt Act of the Play, and I'll ſhew you one that 
ne'er deny'd a Man twice in her Life. 


M. Fo. Ay, ſo you fay ! But I warrant ſhe will pluck 


me by the Hair, if 1 offer to meddle with her. 

Y. Ra. Come! come! I will ſtand your Friend, ob- 
ſerve what I fay to your Mother— Madam, your Son is 
ſenſible of his Error, and deſires your Ladyſhip will 
take him into Favour again. And from this time he hag 
promis'd never to diſobey you. 

M. Fo. No! no more I won't, indeed Mother, if you 


will but let me go with Mr. Jabn to ſee the Play Lo- 
night ? 


L. Mar. 
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L. Man. Well, be obedient for the future, and no rea- 
ſonable Freedom ſhall be deny'd you. 

M. 7o. O Lord! Thank you, dear Mother, Icod, I 
am glad we are Friends again! Lord! I am fo glad. 
Won't ye buſs me, Mother. [ Kiſſes. 

Y. Ra. So ! Now | hope we are all Friends. 

Lon. Well, Major ! Are you fatisfy'd that your Son 
has perform'd his Articles? Shall I deliver him the 
Writing? 

L. Lov. O! by all Means! Upon my Word, Major, 


| he has deferv'd it. 


Maj. Why the Dog has done ſomething for't, that's 
the Truth on't. Tho' I will lay fifty Pounds, I have 


| Seven to Four upon it, before 'To-morrow Morning. 


Y. Ra Well, Sir! [To the Maj.] Now I wiſh you 
Joy; and thank you for my Settlement, tho' it's an 
hundred to one but the World will think you have given 
it me becauſe you cou'd not help it. 

Maj. Ay! And I warrant, Fach, they will be apt to 
ay too, that thou art as well fatisfy'd as if I had given 
it thee with a good Will. 

Y. Ra. Ay, Sir! People will out with their bold 


| Truths now and then ; but come, Gentlemen, How 


ſhall we diſpoſe of ourſelves this Afternoon ? What think 
you of the Play ? 

Lon. With all my Heart ! And after that, I beg my 
Houſe may entertain us; where we'll reflect at Leiſure 
upon the happy Changes in our Fortune : But yours, and 
mine, my Lord, are owing both to the ſucceſleſs Wit of 
one inveterate Woman: From whence we may obſerve, 
that Virtue ever is the ſecret Care of Providence : Had 
Leonora been leſs my Enemy, I never cou'd have prov'd 
myſelf ſo near a Friend: Her plotted Injuries to me, 
are now my Glory, and her own Diſhonour. 


And may the bl:ſt Event this Truth record, 
That Cod and Evil Actions are their oxen Rexvard. 
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EPILOGURT 


Spoken by Miſs CROSS. 


7 OUR Servant, Gentlemen; I am come to try 
ef What Ican do to ſave this Comedy: 

Izy dere hard ſhou'd a Refuſal be my Hap, 

ti When all I ash, is but a barmleſ C 
— Angle Critick Id not fear to maul, 

A Look wwou'd ſoon make one his Doom recall; 

But what am I ( pror Thing) among you All? 

Well! I'm engag'd "th Cauſe, and muſt go through it ; 

Tou are but Men, and therefore PI] purſue it; 

Fre heard there are ſome Ladies of the Stage, 

That cock their Eyes, and dare a Critick's Rage : 
Now I wwou'd fain, by gentle Softne/s, move you ; 

Ah ! Feſu ! —Howa Clap wwou'd make me love Jou. 
Beaus l be kind, I ſee it in their Features, 8 


— 


They are of fuch tender, melting Natures; 
Look new ! Were ever ſeen ſuch lovely Creatures; 
Heaven's ! How their Smiles become em O ! ſuch Graces ! 
PII fear a Frown wou'd fpoil their pretty Faces. 
Dear Sirs, be kind, and let this Play but paſs, 

<1! flop at nothing to deſerve the Grace, 
Well hang our Stage all round with Locking-Glaſs. 
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PREFACE. 


HE following Entertainment is an 


, Attempt to give the Town à little 
Wt 200d Muſick in a Language they un- 
Ed derſtand: For no Theatrical Per- 
formance can be abſolutely Good, 
that is not Proper; and how can we judge of 
its Propriety, when we know not ne Ward of 
the Voice's Meaning? But perhaps this is 
not all that the Italian Language has of la'e 


imposg'd UP9 US) mol cf OUT Onere's Hei; 44 


(if paſhio!e) as miſerably void of Common Senſe 
in their Original, as toe Ti ranſfiation: ay, 
the Tyranny is carried yet farther; for the 
Songs are ſo often turn d out of their Places, 
to introduce ſome abſurd favourite Air of the 
Singer, that in a few Days the firſt Book you 
have bought, is reduc'd to little more than the 
Title-Page of what it pretends to; and as it 
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now ſtandi, the whole Entertainment ſeems to 


be dwindled into a Concer! of Inſtruments; for 


a Viice that is not underſtood, has in reality 
no more Meaning than the Fiddle that plays to 
it: And thus, by flaviſhly giving up our Lan- 
guage to the deſpotick Power of Sound only, we 
are ſo far from eſtabliſhing Theatrical Mufick 
in England, that the very Exhibition or Si- 
lence of it ſeems entirely to depend upon the 


Arrival or Abſence of ſome Eminent Foreign 


Performer. By this ſort of Conduct, the vaſt 
Sums that have been levied for the Support of 


it, have only ended in its Abuſe and Praſtitu- 
tion. And (though the inſolent Charms of the 
Opera /zcm to be above it) why ſhould we ſup- 
poſe that a little plain Senſe ſhould do Mufick 
any more harm, than Virtue does a Beautiful 


Woman? And *tis but a melancholy Prof of 


its Power, that it has been fo long able to keep 
Nonſenſe in countenance. 

It is therefore hoped, that this Undertaking, 
if encourag*d, may in time reconcile Mufick to 
be Engliſh Tongue. And, to make the Union 
more fracticable, it is humbly moved, that it 
may be allowd a leſs Inconvenience, to hear 
the Perfcrmer expreſs his Meaning with an im- 
perfett Accent, than in Words, that (io an 
Engliſh Audience) have no Meaning at all: 
And at worſt, it will be an eafter Matter to 
inſtruct txwo cr three Perfermers in tolerable 
Engliſh, then to teach a whole Nation Italian. 

After 
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The PREFACE. Vii 


After having ſaid ſo much of its A, urdi— 
ties, it ill be but juſt to allet the Excellen- 
cies of the Italian Compoſition, the Manner of 
it being indiſputably ſuperior to all Nations 
for a Theatre: And tis hoped this Entertain- 
ment will want nathi;;z of the Italian, but tbe 
Language, 
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The PERSONS. 


Venus, Mrs. Barbier. 
Adonis, Mrs. Marga. Le Pine. 
Mars, Mr, Blackly. 


Chorus of Huntſmen. 


— — 


The SCENE is in the Idalian Woods. 


JO = > 


it INTERLUDE. 


Adonis Entring om a Mood. 


2+ AI! bright Aurora / ; 


Maid, 

Life-giving Godd.' 

What Mortal w-.. ne 
Sleep. 


And loſe the Riſing Views 
Which thy creating Beams pr - 
O! how tranſporting tis, to 
| Thy Glories chaſe che Shad 
And gild the Glob. 
See! how the Mour. 
In Purple Hue 


- — 


2 


: * 
— —— — — — — 


0 , / SE Oo 1 
- —. » ij = 
K rr: Ct: . — PS 


— — 8255 — 7 
— — — — 5 — 
_ N . - 
= — — Sw — - 
2 _ y 
— — — <-- - — — * 4 < 
— 
= 


io YV ENUS and ADONTS: 


The verdant Valleys and the Meads 
Forſake their miſty Beds, 


And dreſs their Beauties, to adore thee. 


How pleaſant is ranging the Field;, 
Il hen ce mount with cur Hounds in the Morning? 
Mat ſpirit the Exerciſe yields ! 
ien xe holloae, 
Aud follow 
Tha Scent ever Burniny ? 
How pleaſant, Oc. 


Venus deſcends from her . 
But ſoft! What Nymph is this? 
Whoie gaudy Form and Dreſs 
Seem rather of a Court, 


Than of the Rural Sport? 


Ven. 4h! faveet Adonis form'd for Foy! 
Ah ! Blooming lovely Boy, 
Hawe pity on a Goddeſs" Pain: 
Since Gods them ſelves hawe figh'd for me, 
Ah! let not Venus figh for thee, 
Dear charming Youth, in vain. 


Ah! ſweet Adonis, &c. 


Aaon. O! Bounteous Goddeſs ? you miſplace 
The Bleflings you on me beſtow ; 

My Joy is only in the Chace, 
I to Diana's Altar bow, 


With 
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With her alone Tl live and die, 
But Love ſhall ever fly : 
Vet when the Game is chac'd in view, 
Like Lightning I purſue. 
With her alone, Sc. 


Your Leave, bright Goddeſs —— [ Going. 
Ven. — — — Hold ! 
I've more to ſay 
Aaan. — The Morning's cold, 
Beſide, the Sport expects me 
Ven. — — Where? 
Adan. In yonder Vale 
Jen. — Ah! do not fear ; 


Stay and improve thy Paſtime here. 


Swain, thy fooliſh Sports give over, 
Jas immortal thou ſhalt find: 
Seweeter Pleaſures you'll diſcover, 
When the Queen of Beauty kind, 
Swain, Oc. 


Adon. In vain of Love you praiſe the Joy 
To an unskilful Beardleſs Boy; 
P've heard Men talk of Sighs and Kiſſes, 
But can't imagine where the Bliſs is: 
Then I'm too young to be deceiv'd, 
And you too fair to be believ'd. 
Ver. Who could deceive ſuch blooming Charms? 
Or after thine, ſeek other Arms ? 
Adon. Nor Truth nor Beauty touch my Senſe, 
For I am all Indifference. 


A 6 Ceaſe 
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Ceaſe your wain teazing, 
Love is unpleaſing, 
No Heart ſhall brave me, 
Mine is my own : 
Why ſhould a Creature, 
Weaker by Nature, 
Think to enſlave me, 
With Smile or Frown ? 
Ceaſe, &c. 


Ven. Ah! Venus loſt ! thy Charms no more, 
Let flatt'ring Gods pretend t'adore ; 
In vain they ſtile me Bright, and Fair, 
While of a Mortal I deſpair : 


No! no! my Folly ſoon ſhall ceaſe, 
Revenge or Pride ſhall give we Eaſe. 


Cupid! Cupid ! bend thy Bow, 
Revenge revenge thy Mathers Pain: 
Let his Heart my Torment know, 


What "tis to love, and lowe in wain. 


Ala:! alas! it will not be! 

The more I ſtruggle to be free, 
The more I gall me with the Chain, 
And but increaſe my Pain. 


Hunting Horns at a diflance. 


Jaan. Hark! how the chearful Horn 
Proclaims the waſting Morn ! 


The 
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be joe mend their Pace, 
To tap. ucetin, VC ACP mn 
| Ven. Cure a thoſe noiſy Sounds! O ſtay! 
Auen | cannot Iuic tae Sport, and muſt away. 
Ver. Haſt thou nu Senſe of what I bear, 
My Pans nor Pleaſures wilt thou ſhare ? 
Aim. Forbear! forbear thy vain Embrace, 
Tf tou with me wilt Pleaſvrre re, 
Tie up thy Robes, and +::igiet Hair, 
And follow to the Clale. 


K 
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How fills the Heart of a Woman, 
When courted by many, to fly ? 
But when jhe is follow'd by no Man, 

For one ſhe will languiſh and die: 
Beguiling, 
And ſmiling, 
5 Now Coying, 
| Then Toying, 
She'll her Fancy purſue ; 
Defigning, 
Or whining, 
She'll wex je, 
Perpleæ ye, 
And all that purſue her, unds. 
How filly, &c. 


Ven. Such Scorn and Inſult can I bear, 
But nold from far 
I «+ che jcatous God of War; 


Some 
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Some other Hour I muſt employ 
To melt this frozen Boy. | 
Well! Cold Adonis! fince the Charms | 
Of rural Sports | 
(Tho' Venus courts) 
Muſt ſnatch thee from my Arms, 
Yet Cer we part, 
Bid me Farewel, and caſe my Heart. 


[Air in Two Parts. ] 


Adon. Farewel Venus! Welcome Pleaſure ! 
I muſt to the Groves away. 
Ven. Dear Adonis! O my Treaſure, 
I could here for ever ſtay. 
Adon. When my Sporting knows no Meaſure, 
| Think what Foy it is to me : 
Ven. When thy Sporting gives thee Leiſure, 
Think I langui/h here for thee. 


[Exeunt ſevrrally. 
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d INTERLUDE. 


2 


3 


SCENE tze Side of a large Word. 


Mars alone. 


ROM War's Alarms, 
To ſhady Groves retir'd, 
Behold the God of Arms, 
By ſofter Charms inſpir'd. 
Bids all Imperial Diſcord ceaſe, 
To taſte ſuperior Joys in Peace. 


Beauty now alone hall move him, 
Mars Hall knoxw no Foy but Lowe; 

Let the wiſer Gods reprove him, 

Tender Wijhes, 

Melting Kiſſes, 

Mutual Bliſſes, 

Beauty Charming, + 

Lowe Alarming, 


Raiſe the Soul ty Joys above. 


Down 
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Down to theſe Woods deſcending, 
Venus oft beguiles the Day, 
And to be follow'd, ſure, intending, 
When ſhe ſends her Doves away: 
Then ſoftly tread this pathleſs Cover, 
And bleſs the Hero in the Lover. [ Exit. 


Adonis Vom another Wood, with Huntſinen. 


Aon. No more! no more! 
Your fruitleſs Toil give o'er, 
Our Sport is croſt : 
Was ever Day ſo loſt ? 
Call in the Hounds, that ſtand at gaze, 
The Morrow's Morn may mend our Chace. 


[ Exeunt Hunt/men. 


Come, ſweet Repoſe, thou welcome Gueſt, 
Laborious Plealures call for Reſt. 


[He lays himſelf an a Bank. 


Gentle Slumbers Life relieving, 
Lull my Senſes, unperceiving, 
Give my Tails their due Repoſe : 
Waſted Spirits, every Creature 
Muſt ſupply, and weary Nature 
Will our drooping Eye-lids cloſe. [ Sleeps. 


Venus enters, not ſeeing him. 


Ven. This way the jolly Huntſmens Hollow, 
Bids the wand'ring Yenus follow: 
Let Mars the Woodlands beat in vain, 
While I purſue my lovely Swain 3 
An 
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And ſee! ye Powers! my Charmer's found 
In envy'd Sleep's Embraces bound! 
O that the circling Seas would ever 
This Grove from all Approaches fever! 
Since tend'reſt Touching may awake my Boy. 
Ah! foftly, gently let me ftea/ che Joy. 

[Xii bin 

Around thee, let the warbling Choir 
In melting Notes toft Dreams of Love inſpire. 


Chirping Warblers, 
Tune your Voices inſpiring, 
All t5e Paſſion of Venus defiring 3 
Let your Muſick 
In Dreams warm a Lower, 
Whom awaking, 
My Heart muſt give over. 


But ſoſt! he moves, a while retire ; — 
Ah! catch him, Love, 


And flatt'ring Eccho fan the kindling Fire. 
[She retires. 


2 


Adon. What ſoſt'ning Sounds my Senſes charm ? 
And with unuſual Joys alarm ? 
[Echo] —— Unuſual Joys alarm. 
Adon. O tell me! tell me, ye melodious Choir, 
What gives my Heart this ſoft unknown Deſire ? 
Echo] Unknown Deſire. 
| Adon. What Voice is that ? V ho is't Verhears me 
Ecco! — hear me? 
Aden. Some Fairy ture, or Fnantom near me! 


[ Eccho.] 
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[ Eccho] — Come near me! 
Aden. Ill try, if yet again "twill anſwer. 
[ Eccho] - "Twill anſwer. 


Adon. O ſweet Deluſion! to my Senſe unfold thee : 
If thou art real, let my Eyes behold thee. 
Venus op/earing ] — ——_—\chod me 
Adon. Celeitial Inn,, [Surpriz'd, 
— — 0 ny Love 
Once more I come my Fate to prove. 
Alon. Ah! Goddeſs you have kill'd your Boy ' 
It muſt be Love has touch's my Heart, 
Such Pain is in the Joy, 
Such Pleaſure in the Smart 
Too late I now my Folly ſee, 
And ask that Pity which you begg'd of me. 


Ven. women 


Ven. What Heart conld now refuſe thee, 
My deareft only Soul; Defire ! 

My Paſſion knows no meaſure : 

O! may the circling Pleaſure 
But wwith the World expire! 


Adon. What mean theſe Fears ? 
Ven. Ah! ruin'd ! loſt! 
See where the jealous Mars appears : 
'Tis he! Tis he! 
And this way ſeems to bend him! 
Adon. W hat if it be? 
Adonis never did offend him. 
Ven. Here! here, my lovely Boy, 
Unſeen, ſecure, repoſe thee, 


While 


„ 
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While from his jealous Eye 
Theſe bending Boughs encloſe thee. 


[Adonis lies dun, while e hides bim with the Boughs. 


Enter Mars to ber. 


Mars. Thus the Brave from War returning, 
With the tend reſt Paſſion burning, 

Fly with Fay to fold the Fair: 
Net all Heroes fam d in Story, 
Nor their Triumphs, or their Glory, 

Can their Foys with mine compare. 


Ven. Ah! Cruel Mars ! forbear ! forbear ! 
My yielding Weakneſs to enſnare : 
Too much of guilty Love I've known, 
And muſt for Follies paſt atone. 
Mars. What means this cold Reluctance? Why 
Does Beauty's Queen her Hero fly ? 
Ven. In vain you ask; for now I mull deny, 
Mars. No more! no more ! 
Theſe Female Arts give o'er : 
Some lurking God uſurps my Right, 
On that, on that Pretence you're coy ; 
Since I no more can give Delight, 
Iwill my Rival's Bliis deſtroy. 
Where have you hid this Minion ? Where ? 
Fen. Ah! don't diſturb the Child ! forbear, 
'Tis poor ſick Cupid juſt laid down to reſt, 
And his Diforder has my Mind oppreſt; 
Elie I with Joy had met my Mars, 
But how can-Beauty ſmile in Tears ? 
Mars. Was that the Cauſe then! 


Var. 
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Ven. — Twas no more; 
For know, I ſtill my Mars adore: 


In yonder Cryſtal Fountain ſtrait, 
(Where now my buſy Nymphs await) 
I firſt will bathe, then meet my Love, 
Kind as his Wiſhes in yon' Myrtle Grove. 
Mars. Forgive my Jealouſy. 
Ven. = — Away ; 
We ſoon will meet, and bleſs the Day. 
Mars. Farewel, my. Fair. 
Ven. | Nay haſte, —— 
Mars. — Farewel. 
Ven. He's gone: What Tongue my Joy can tell? 


Mars. ¶ Apart. ] So coy, and kind for ſlender Reaſon, 
Speaks my Preſence out of Seaſon ! 


Behind this Cover undiſcern'd, 
This Female Secret may be learu'd. 


[He retires. 
Ven. Ariſe! Ariſe! Come forth, my Love, 
Our dread Surprize is over ; 
Thy Rival's ſhifted to the Myrtle Grove, 
Like a believing Lover. 
Why droops my Boy ? Mars has not ſeen us: 
Suppreſs thy Fears. 
Mars. O! Conſtant Jenn! [Bebind. 
Adon.— Ah! Goddeſs! now no more thou'rt Fair ; 
Thy Charms adorn'd with Truth 
Might have ſubdu'd my Youth, 
But Falſhood never ſhall my Heart enſnare. 


Jen. — O my Love, more Pity ſhew, 
Is it a Crime in me, 
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If I abandon Mars for thee ? 
Adon. — On Mars alone your Vows beſtow. 


On Love what greater Curſe can fall, 
Than loving one that can't be true ? 


The wanton Heart, that's kind to all, 
With endleſs AnguiſÞ we purſue. 


| Horns, and Voices at a Diſtance. 


{/Vithin.] Hark! Hark! Adonis, Hark away! 

Ven. Thus, thus in Love's Embraces bound 
[ Holding him. 

Adon. No, no, the Boar is found, 

Nor will I longer ſlay. = [ Going. 

Mars offering to kill Adonis. 

Mars. Hold, Traytor ! take thy juſt Reward ! 
Ven. Ahl me! This Boſom is his Guard. 


| [ Interpoſing. 


[Adonis Kneeling. } 


Adon. Hold! hold, dread Mars, on me let all 
Your furious Vengeance fall ; 
I cannot fee 
A Goddeſs bleed for me: 
If Blood alone 
Can cure ycur Jealouſy, 
Adonis is the Cauſe of all. 
0 Mars. O Perjur'd Venus] Falle as Fair! f 


Ven. O Kind Adonis !—O Deſpair 
Aon. Are theſe the Pleaſures Lovers ſhare ? 


[All repeat the three laſt Lines in Chorus. 
Mar, 
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Mars. It muit, it ſhall be fo; 

'T were poor, my ſelf to give the Blow: [ Apart. 
Adonis, hence ; but range theſe Woods no more, [ 
I'll leave my Vengeance to the Boar. [ Afde. |; 

Adon. With Pleaſure I obey thy Power. [Ex. Adonw | 


! 


Mars. O fading Foy! Hard fated Love ! 
What Pangs in thee wwe find ! 
Shall never faithful Paſfron prove 
Fair Truth and Beauty join d. 


Yen. O! Mars, unkind! Is this thy Love? 
Auſt this perſuade me to the Grove ? 
Mag. Iii poor fick Cupid : =—= Think on that, 
And tremble for thy Minion's Fate. 
Var. ——O! ſpare the Boy, and to reſtore 
Thy Peace of Mind, 
I' be for ever kind, 
And never ſee Adonis more. 
Mars. No! no! I'll never truſt thy Power. 


[Air in two Parts. ] 


* 


\ en. — 0 3.0. ve net. 


Mars. — — , no, no! 
* — — Tou'll deceive me. 
Ven. » = Neo, no, no! 


T ſhall ever Mars adore. 
Mars. I can never truſt thee more. 
Ven. Ungrateful ! I have led thee, 

Nar haſt thou low'd in vain. 


XIars. 
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Mars. Unfaithful ] have prov'd thee, 
And now ewill break the Chain. [Ex. Mars 
Ven. He's gone !=—and in his Eyes there fate 
A Menace of Adonis” Fate 
O Gods! my Fears are form'd too late 


Adonis ſupported by Hunt/men, bleeding. 


don. Al! Goddeſs, lend thy bounteous Aid, 
And heal the Wounds thy Eyes have made: 
Ihe Jealous Mars, provok'd to fee 
Thy rac:ant Beauty ſmile on me; 
While u the furious Beaft I ſtruck, 
My Launce in thouſand ſhivers broke 
C:iarm'd, I fell when lo! the Boar 
\ ith fatal Tuſk my Boſom tore. 
Lev, O! Terror to my Eyes! 
— ! tyrant Jealouſy! 
Adonis bleeds and dies, 
And dies, poor Youth! for me. 


Alon. O! welcome! welcome! gentle Death 
Mile thus I ſee 
The Queen of Beauty mourn for me, 


ii Pleaſure I refign my Breath. =— [ Dies 


Ven. He's gone=—the flitting Soul is fled ! 
But leaves his Wound with me; 
Venus muſt ever mourn thee dead 
In painful Immortality. 
Why lines the hateful Sun, 
When ſuch a piteous Deed is Cone? 
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A 2 'S Sym, phony. 


Ariſe! black Storms ar | Tempetts, riſe! 
Deep Darknets ſnade the Day! 

Loud Thunders b.:!ow thro-:yh the Skies, 
And forked Lightning play. 


It Thunders, Lightens, and the Stage is darken'd 


O! Plcafing Horror! 
O! Meloaicus Vell! 
Hark! hark! 
Au z*ure rings with Sorrow 
Poor A oni? Knell. 


Let every tender Paſſion feel 
Hen::/orth, like mine, the Lover's Hell, 
Aid make Mani'ad as u as J: 
Unpity'd ©. , deceitful Tears, 
Feud: ! I (hood! Duubts, and groundleſs Fears, 
For ever mingle with the Foy. 


[Venus aſcends in her Chariot. 


Chorus of Hunt/men. 


No more let mortal Heart 
Of hapleſs Love complain, 

Since Gods could never vart 
The Pleaſure from the Pain. 


. 
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Paſtoral Interlude. 


The 


Myrtillo, 
Laura, 
Lycon, 


Mopſa, 


PERSONS: 


Mrs. Marg. de L' Epine. 


Mrs. Barbzcr. 
Mr. Birkhead. 
Mrs. Willis. 


„ 
— Ol. 
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Corus of Shepherds. 


LAURA alone. 


Leere! with what fantaltick Sway 
Thou mak'd poor Mortal Heats 
obey 
BZ A | love, and am belov'd again, 
Vet treat my Lover with Diidain. 
Whene'er he's nigh me, 
I undo him; 
Yet, ſhou'd he fly me, 
Shou'd purſue him. 


Myrtillo, Bou'd you won me? 
L ave eſs, left I deſprje you : 

Or I, ths" tætou'd undo me, 
Shall tantalize you. 
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Nhe you with Pain are dying, 
Pm fartheft from complying. 
Wau'd you ſecure, or fright me, 

Pretend to ſlight me. 


See where the ſullen Swain, 

ReluQtant, drags his Chain: 
Thy former Peace deſpair to have. 

Now help me, female Art, 

To charm and vex his Heart, 


Ard make the Rebel more my Slave. 


Myrtillo comes foravard. 


Thus ſeeming careleſs to repoſe, [She lies un. 
Uncover'd Beauties ſhall allure him; 

And, when he's faiier in the Nooze, 
I'll wake ſurpriz'd, —and not endure him. 


A SYMPHONY, With a Flute. 


M yr. Help me, Lowe! I %, I die, 
Die, alas! for one I ſcorn: 
Vain and fickle tho' I prove ber ; 
Tho" purſuing 
IL my Kain, 
"Tis my Fate to love her: 
Reajun ns Relicf tun rate N, 
Lade betrays NC 


She wa fir my Torment born. 
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See where the lovely Tyrant lies ! 

Unpointed now, 

And harmleſs are her Eyes. 

But, oh! what riſing Charms 

Swell on her Breaſt, 
(Where Gods might reſt) 

And give my Heart a thouſand new Afarms. 
Lau. Myrtill 
Mi. Ha! ſhe calls! ſhe dreams. 
Lau. O be but thus! thus ever kind. 

Mr. O! Gods! ſhe is not what ſhe ſeems. 
Her Heart, her Heart's to Love inclin'd :, 
Sleep on, ſoft, charming Fair, for I 
Yet never knew ſuch waking Joy. 


Ne'er let a Lover 
His Hope give over, 
For being deny'd ; 
The female Rover, 
In Pique and Pride, 
Her Love with Scorn will covert 
The way to woo her, 
Is to purſue her 
With Flames and Vows ; 
With 8corn ber Scorn oppoſe. 
If ſhe pretend you teaze her, 
Seize, and pleaſe her. 
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Lau. What i>'t, Drti/lo, turns thy Brain? 


30 


DL ceming ſurpri xd 
Mr. Ah, Laura, I have chang'd my Strain, 
Nor will I more in Sighs complain. 
What I have ſeen and heard jt now, 


Has taught me thus in Smiles to woo. 
[ Offering to embrace her. 
Lau. And me with Smiles to hear thee too. 
[Turns away in Scoru. 

Mr. Laura, your Heart's of ſofter make, 
In fleep you're Kind, tho' Coy awake. 

Lau. Know then, deluded Wretch, that I 
Did but pretend in fleep to lie, 
And heard you ſay.— - 

For one I ſcorn, I die. 

Myr. You muſt not mind a hopeleſs Lover; 

In Rage we often Love diſcover. 


Lau. 4b! no; the Prof of Lowe, 
I finding Foy in Pain: 
A tender Inclination 
I ill love, and love in vain. 


Mr. Nothing more wou'd make tender, 
Than a Hope that you'll ſurrender. 

Lau. Nothing ſooner wou'd enrage me, 
Than your hoping to engage me. 

Mr. The Lover that can part with hope, 
With eaſe may give the Fair-one up. 

Lau. To eaſe you then of all your Pain, 
Deſpair, nor ſee my Face again. 


— Sc 


Myr. 
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Myr. What have I done to merit this? 
Leu. What have you done to merit leſs? 
Mir. Oh, ir4r'd Love! my H-art relieve, 


(And eres, ſhe'; unfs to live. 
Lau. N Cold; int hm sti complain, 
Till he coufcis e icu:9 of the Pain. 


Myr. Let me the Ton nt 7 
Of »olling Stone, 5» + I el: 
Let me the worſt of -. 11 fe proves 
But eaſ:, O eaſe m f.. 0; ove. 
More raging Pains were nin. Lora, 
Than unrelenting Woman's Scorn. 


Lau. O poor unhappy Swain !— [ Ironically. 
Myr. What<an the Syren mean? 


Lau. O happy Myrtillo, 
No mere ſay I flight you; 
You truly delight me 
While you are in Pain: 
Tour Pain is my P aſare, 
You pleaſe above meaſure; 
The greater my Pleaſure, 


The more you complain. 


Is't not enough I feel deſpair ? 
Why wilt thou ſtill my Heart enſnare? 
Las. Come! come, be chearful, bear thy Fate. 
Myr 


Myr. Curſe on thy falſe, inſidious Air! 
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Myr. No more thoſe Eyes I'll truſt, falſe fair Ingrate, 
For ever from thy fatal Charms I'll fly, 
And the flow Cure, or Death of Abſence try : 
Hence will I haſten to ſome diſmal Cave, 
Dark ! doleful! joyleſs as the Grave 
Where the ſad Screech-Ow!'s Notes are only heard, 
Whence Light and Comfort are for ever barr'd ! 
There, pining, waſte my Days, from Inſults free, 
And die forgotten of the World and Thee! 
Lau. Oh, ftay, Myrtillo, and i'll tell thee all. 
Myr. Yet I forgive thee, cruel as thou art, 
Thou haſt undone the tend'reſt, conſtant Heart. 
Farewell for ever 


Lau. — Stay 
Myr. We muſt 
Lau. - We muſt not part. 


Now you move me 
With complaining : 
Can jou fly me with diſdaining ? 
Traytor ! go! 
Ia but prove me 
With falſe Vows : 
Your Paſſion feigning ; 
Did you love me? 
Newer ! na! 


Myr. O Love! to thee for Help I fly, 
Support my ſtaggering Mind : 

Leſs Danger's in her Cruelty, 
Than in her ſeeming kind. 


What 
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That ſhall an injur'd Lover de? 
Can I believe ber -N no! 20 
Hill it grieve her 
4 If I leave her ? — N, mn! no! 
Shall I on her Faith rely? 
Or the fair Deluſion fl; ? 


Lau. — O Aeli 
Mr. — | Laura, F orbear 
Lau. Still art thou deaf? . 


— -] muſt not hear. 


_ - TT IT CE — 
—_ - — — — — _ 


[In two Parts. ] 


Lau. Oh, my Anzuiſh / 
Myr. How I languiſh ! 
Lau. 77 more than I can bear ! 


Myr. Undone by Hupe; ſecure by Fear. 


Rara] Muſick at a Diſtance } | 


Hr. What rural Sounds are thoſe ſo near? 
Lau. The Nymphs and jolly Swains prepare 

To ceic'rrate with Sports the Spring: 

Wilt chou not join them while they ſing? g 
Ayr. Their Sports to me no Comfort bring. 


Enter Ly con, Mopsa, and Chorus of SHEPHERDS. 


Lvc. New all ye Swwains and Laſſes, 
| Put on your Airs and Graces ; 
For this the Time and Place tis 
29 Pipe, and Dance, and Plas: 
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All brisk and jolly, 


Sporting, 
Courting, 

Care is a Folly, 
Dancing, 
Prancing. 

Flora commands a Ii day. 


Lyc. See Met/a, fee! Myrtislo's mute! 
Mop. Laura's the Cauſe — 
Lyc. 
Speak bold!y, Swain; your Grief declare. 
Ahr. Tis true, I have my Grief from her. 


Lyc. What thy lle Nymp? deny va, 
She n er iutendi to fly you, 
A thouſand Tricks ſhe'll try you, 
All but to hold you faſt : 
Shell pout and dex you, 
Cox 4 mg, 
Teying, 
Then perplex you, 
Slighting, 
Frighting ; 
Follow her cloſe, es right at laſt. 


Mop. From Laura I ſhall more diſcover ; — 


Is this a time to ſlight your Lover ? 


Lau. Myrtillz's nice, but cannot ſay I'm coy, 


And ſeems more fond of Pain than Joy. 


Mop. What tho' the Swain abjure you, 
Proteſts he'll neer endure you ; 


— Without Dupme 


Ji. 
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"Tis all but to allure you, 
To eaſe him of his Pain. 
If ance you treat him 
Kind, 
Friendly, 
Tu defeat him 
Fairly, 
Rarely ; 
Ply him but home, ——=h?'s right again. 


Lau. XIyrtillo — 

Lyc. — — ſhall comply— 
[Seizing Myrtillo's Hand. 

5. nn |, CUT. 

Wop. No longer ſhall deny. 

| [Mop. and Lyc. join Lau. and Myr. Hands: 


[ln two Parts. 


Myr. Kind and tender, 
Lau. 7 ſurrender. 
Both. Ali my Joy; in thee alone. 
Lau. When I deny'd you, 
. 4 onl; try'd yoa. 
Myr. When I farfwore you, 
1 did adore you. 
Both. Deſpair and Care's for ever ſharu. 


[CuoRxus of Voices and Dancers, 
„ 
Ciio. NVezu all ze Sauains and Laſſes, &e. 


N 


